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J VESTIGE of some othtr day 
jCi Once lived, but dim remembered nffw. 
Goes in the moon' s familiar way 

Beneath the stately ilex-bough. 

The Parterre — I btU hal/forget 

The 7itS£an melancholy night; 
Too faintly I regain them, yet 

Too kunlj I have lost them quUe, 

Was I the Other of some song 

That many a year hath left the lips 
Of her who walks alone along 

The water where the Triton d^s? 

Slow moving down the marble tfair. 

Or leaned on sculptured balustrade. 
Her face is shadowed by her hair. 

Her arms are buried m its shade. 

A vestige of some other day, 

Onee lived, but dim remembered now. 
Goes in the moon's familiar way 

Beneath the stately ilex-bough. 

— ARTHUR UPSON. 



\ «ECAP) 

4" .^ 

5 -^ ^r- 731610 



D,j,i,i.aL, Google 



L, Google 



CONTENTS 




BOOK THE FIRST 

Tbe Anticbilm 
Chapter Pace 

I. The Bvo of St. Jobn 3 

II. The SUvef HedcehoK ii 

III. Juli* FMneee 17 

IV. The Captain-Ocneral of the Cbnrcb 39 

V. The Churchyard of St Coemaa 47 

VI. Sire and Son 58 

VII. The Fountain of Trevl M 

VIII. Prince and Amhaaaadof 77 

IX. Piamnia Colonna 86 

X. Lucrezia Borgia lot 

XI. The Sclavonlan Ferryman 115 

XII. The Monk of the Aventine 133 

XIII. AColoiinat 14.I 

XIV. The Dennnciatian 151 

BOOK THE SECOND 
The Crimaon Bull 

I. The Andaloaian 159 

II. The Borsian Qrovea 168 

III. Tbe Nymph of Bgeria 17O 

IV. Paolo Oramo igs 

V. In tbe Sign of tbe Serpent mi 

VI. Santa Maria tn Traatevere m8 

VII. The White Witch of the Borto aig 



Digitized by Google 



CONTENTS * 

Cbaptei Page 

VIII. Tbe Secret PuMge 131 

IX. Tbe Oune of Love 044 

X. Tbo Tonnuinent 331 

XI. The Chamber ot the Prince of Salerno .... 365 

Xn. The Wledom of the Beipent a;g 

Xni. The Red Chember a86 

XIV. "BofglA— Onol" >g8 

BOOK THE THIRD 
The Winced Death 

I. The Coaeplracjr of Pane S'7 

n. The Tide of the Uetauio S^S 

III. Slaiceglia 339 

tV. The Doom of the Betona 33S 

BOOK THE FOURTH 
The Witchea' Sabbat 

I. The TaniliiK Tide 349 

II. Tbe Oatbariiis Tempeet 357 

III. Tbe Paeaace of tbe Tomba 383 

IV. Tbe Catacomba of San Sebastian 374 

V. The Spectre of tbe Catacomba 389 

VI. Tbe Audience 3gC 

VII. " Sn^l Amarl " 404 

VIII. The Call of tbe Hour 41a 

IX. "Aut Caeew— Aut NihUl" 43S 

X. The Peaat of the Crimaon Caroatlona . .438 

XI. The Auto^a-H 4SS 

XII. Tbe Dawn 4^3 




Digitized by Google 



LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS 

" Stretched ferth Ua arm, u if to lift her veil " (Set p«gi 16$) Fi'riUUpUit 
*" LiMcn to me, heart of my bean, liaien to me I '" . ... 94 

" 'Saveme, — fer Ood'a aake, save me 1 '" 239 

"•Itlahel Itiabel' ■hriekedtheduke" 38S 



Digitized by Google 



D,j,i,i.aL, Google 




Book the First 

he Ant i- 
Christ 



D,j,i,i.aL, Google 



D,j,i,i.aL, Google 



The Court of Lucifer 



BOOK THE FISST 

CHAPTER I 

THB BVB OP ST. JOHH 

T was the Eve of St John 

in the year Fifteen Hundred. 

The Piazza frohting the 

Lateran Badllca was thronged 

with a noisy, restless mass of 

humanity, poshing Its way 

toward the gate ot St John. 

Overhead, the stars hung 

low in ,the clear mldsuninwr 

sky, looking down from their 

everlasting silence on the rites of a pagan colt, celebrated by 

the disdptes of a creed of yesterday. 

On the morrow, the feast of the Baptist, masses would 
be sung and the sacred rites of Christianity offered up In 
the Mother Church of Rome. But, on this night, Rome had 
thrown off her Christian garb and bad turned pagan; pagan 
as in the days when the priests of the God of Fecundity were 
wont to strike their frenzied votaries with the thongs of 
dog and goatskin during the great orgies of the Lupercalla. 

All Rome seemed to be astir. All Rome seemed to have 
abandoned herself to the license of the midsummer carnival. 
And, Inun the summit of the Lateran's stately portico, the 
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THE COURT OF LUCIFER 

colosaal figures of the Redeemer aod of His Aposties gazed 
with stony indifference on the moving scenes below. 

As the hours of night advanced, the spacious square began 
to present an aspect, vying in its fantasticality and grotesque- 
neas with a vision from Ihe Arabian Nights. Thousands 
of pedestrians were pouring out from the adjoining, streets 
and lanes, men and women of every rank and condition of life. 
Patricians and barons in sumptuous attire, pilgrims and 
monks, soldiers and fishermen, flower girls and water carriers, 
herdsmen from the Campania, peasants from the marshes 
mingled with traders trom the Levant, Greeks from the 
Ionian Isles, gypsies from Wallachia, conjurors from the 
Nile and the Ganges, Neapolitans, Sicilians, Lombards and 
Burgundians. The unsteady, flickering light from torches 
and oil-lamps illumined booths and stalls in bewildering 
profu^on, whereon were displayed the locusts and wild honey 
of the Syrian ascetic, and fell upon a marvellous medley of 
faces, some beautiful, some evil, some both the one and the 
other. 

With every moment the crowd waxed greater and more 
noisy, Anglo-Saxon and Teutonic voices nungling haishly 
with the s(rft Romanesque accents of the Latin decadence. 
The red and white wines from the vineyards of the Castelli 
Romanl, and the baser products of the back yards of the 
Osterie began to flow more freely. The air of the summer 
night was heavy with the odor of garlic, carnations and 
lavender. Snatches of songs were to be heard; the strange 
weird music ci zithenis and reeds rose faintly above the hum 
and the laughter and buzzing of voices. 

Thus the festival of him was ushered In, who cried in the 
wildemess, to continue till the flrst streak of dawn would 
begin to steal over the undulating crests of the Sabine 
hois. 

While the mongrel population of Rome was assembling 
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THE EVE OF ST. JOHN 

in ever greater masses to celebrate, what is observed to this 
day as the Notte di San Giovanni, more characteristic In its 
sonuner garb than the winter night's orgy of the Befana, 
two men, ensconced on the steps of the Lateran Basilica, were 
looking across towards the church of Santa Croce In Genisa- 
lemme at the farther extremity of the Piazza, now congested 
with revellers, sight-seers and devotees. 

The stature of the one was lofty; his features uncommonly 
handsome. The dark hair, the massive forehead, the high, 
arched brows and the countenance, shadowed by a deep 
cast of melancholy and pride, completed the effect of the 
Imposing severity of character, stamped on its princely 
lineaments. A long black mantle, wrought on its left side 
with a white cross in eight points, — the habit of the Knights 
Hospitallers, — covered almost his whole person. He might 
have been tliirty yeais of age, and his bearing and expression 
were not unsuited to the mingled professiott of warrior and 
priest, assumed by the Knights of St. John, who, in addition 
to their military devotion, were bound by the strict rule of 
obedience and chastity professed by the hermits of St. 
Augustine. 

His compaidon, though habited in the garb of a secular 
canon, might, from the joyous cast of his countenance, have 
been taken rather for a votary of Anacreon than a disciple 
of the fathers of the church. To judge from his appearance 
his age might have been verging on forty; his features were 
long and sharp, his head bald, his eyes full of expression and 
gayety. 

" The poor BaptistI " he addressed his austere companion, 
pointing to the tables, which groaned under their weight 
oi meat and wine. " How much he is made responsible fort 
Water, I believe, was his particular elementl It is a pity tiw 
church does not encourage the beverage." 

The other laughed. 

5 
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** Iq Rome nothing is done without a reason. Wonld you 
ttpoQ the ecclesiastical market? — But let us seek a more 
lecluded spot The air heie is stifling." 

Linking his arm In that of his companion, the Hospitaller 
and the canon descended the steps at the Basilica, crossed 
the PiMJxa. of St John Lateran and, progressing slowly 
(brou^ the congested throngs, proceeded leisurely up tlw 
long Via Merulana towards the base of the Esquiline hill. 

The last echoes of the Ave Maria Stella were dying away 
under the resounding arches of Santa Maria Maggiore, as 
they passed the open portals of the ancient basilica. An 
uncommonly numerous throng, recruited chiefly from the 
lower classes, still filled the church. Under the high arches, 
slender and narrow like arrow heads, deep gloom and mystery 
reigned as in a sleeping forest. The semi-darkness round the 
altar was broken by the mellow light of candles revealing the 
face of a monk, emaciated and yellow as wax, with low fore- 
head and aquiline nose, who had begun to harangue the 
crowd. Even as they passed, the lacerating cry of the friar 
rent the silence In the words: " Fuge Sion qus habitas 
apud filiam Bab^onls " — distinctly audible to the two, and, 
hastening their steps, they turned into a path towards the 
ntins of the Roman Forum. 

The pallor which had overspread the fa<» of the Hos- 
pitaller on hearing the words of the monk and their dark 
Import had remained unremarked by the canon. 

Silence prevailed for a time. At last the Hospitaller 
turned to his companion. 

** And it is I, who am to be coerced into an alliance with 
file demon daughter of the Borgia, whose name is the pro> 
tectlng divinity of every wanton." 

" Then, Prince Alfonso," replied the canon, " I marvd 
what brings you to Rome. He who shuns Uie wolf should not 
hideinhislairl" 

6 
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THE EVE OF ST. JOHN 

"How now, Bfesser Bembol" said the other^with some 
warmth. " WQl you ever forget my injunctiotis, and how 
much depends on their observance? " 

" Pardon, my piincet But can you seriously hope to con- 
clude your "inp ilar business in Rome and remain undi^ 
covered? " 

" If at any one time more than another, now, when the 
vast number of pilgrims will render our anival unnoticed," 
replied Alfonso. " I shall pass for one of them, and, while 
the dty is in their hands, the Borgia will hardly attempt so 
crying an enormity as to molest one of their number." 

" Molest? Why should they molest my lord's researches 
in the slime of the Tiber? " Bembo replied, with ilt-concealed 
irony in hi^ tone. " Should they not rather shower honors 
upon you as Is due your benevolent purpose? " 

" Ho one knows this purpose better than yourself, Messer 
Bembol Since my father is so blinded by his fears and false 
policy, that he absolutely believes in this second Messalina, 
in spite of the hideous rumors afloat concerning her, and 
would force me to accept her direful hand, I have made a 
TOW to learn the truth with my own eyes, and, if then he still 
persists in his madness, to take the mantle of celibacy in very 
earnest, and to spend the remainder of my days in the 
cloister." 

" I should be grieved indeed to have this come to pass," 
replied Messer Bembo. " Despite my own enforced calling 
a hungry friar was never to my taste, and the halo makes but 
a thin mantle." 

"Surely it takes a most inventive genius to speak well 
of tiiis lady. By the MassI For a woman so ^qoently 
married, never did I hear of one vbo bore so evU ■ nputel 
I am to be the fifth husband she has deigned to honor 
irith her swift affections t Or, perchance It were speaking 
more to the point, to say — person! " 
7 
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** Nty, mj prince, you speak it hanhly," the canon lepUed 
vlth a smile. " Why not affection? Donna Lucrezia's first 
mairiage was consummated when she was but a child, and 
I question if she ever saw her betrothed, for she had not left 
the convent when her father dissolved the contract on the 
plea, that the match was not equal to his new estate." 

" And mark you the gratitude of the Spaniard I This youth 
had saved her father's life! Yet, not satisfied with his shame, 
the Pontiff compelled the youth's father, a nobleman of 
Spain, to make a friar of his son." 

'* A distinction as well as a benefit," croaked Messer 
Bembo. " He thus removed him from the path of temptation, 
xecompensing him for his loss oi earthly bliss with tiie gain 
of the heavenly." 

" My own experience of friars leads me to tiiink that many 
a ghost would be glad, could he prove his own identity. But 
since you, Messer Bembo, have arrogated to yourself the 
place of Donna Lucrezia's advocate and champion, — pray 
tell me, iriut of her second matrimonial adventure? What 
of the Duto of Pesaro? '* 

'* As brutal and uncouth a bully as ever crossed the Po. 
Small wonder that they quarrelled, — but the divorce was 
pronounced by a very solemn and unprejudiced tribunal." 

" Conceding the point, — what of the third, Don Alfonso 
tt Aragon? What crime had he committed to meet Lucrezia's 
scorn and hate? And her fourth, the Prince of Salerno, — 
the boy who loved her so madly, that, like Orpheus of old, 
he would have snatched her from the very aims of Pluto, — 
for what offence was he strangled in liis bed-chamber in tlie 
Vatican? » 

" But may not Donna Lucrezla be innocent, whoever Is 
guilty of these crimes? " interrupted Bembo, meditatively. 

** They are burned Into my soul, those direful lines of Poo- 
tano," replied the Hospitaller gloomily, " lines placed in the 
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mouth of a skull that was served to me in a golden ewer, 
on the day my father feasted Cesare's envoys who brought 
the proposal of this black alliance." 

He then repeated, in a dark and brooding tone, the hideous 
distich, which has been one of the chief means of rendering 
the name of Lucrezia Borgia ominous in her own time, in- 
famous to all posterity: 

" Lucreiia uomlna, aed n 
Thais. Alesasdri filia, aponsa, nnina ! " 

A silence followed, then Bembo replied in a low and awe- 
struck voice: 

" Calumny spares not even the saints, then wherefore 
should a lying Neapolitan poet, who, to give his epigram an 
acuter sting, would calumniate the devil, little as he stands in 
need of it! " 

" Cicero's question regarding a crime, whose perpetrator 
is unknown, were a fair touchstone," replied Alfonso. " Who 
but the Bo^ia inherited the deceased's treasures? " 

" The state is the lawful heir of all foreigners, who die 
without leaving any others, and it pleased the Apostolic 
chamber to transfer its own rights to Donna Lucrezia," 
explained the canon. 

" You mean, it pleased Donna Lucrezia to have it, and the 
Pontiff's creature, the Prothonotary, to sign it over in the 
name of the sacred chamber," replied Alfonso significantly. 

They had, by this time, reached the place of the Capitol. 
It was veU-nigh deserted. Some belated ramblers passed 
lite silent shadows through the ruins of the ancient Forum. 
Dream-like from afar, away beyond Ara Coeli, their ear 
caught the confused hum of the city. 

In the shadow of the Capitol the Fla^an emperor looked 
down from his pedestal, and the white moonlight gieamed 
upon the scattered patches of gold stUl adhering to the 
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** Cui yoo not feel It? " Alfonso broke the sOence, gczing 
up at the statue. " There is something terrible about Romel 
It grips onel It oppresses with its memoriesi " 

Crossing the Piazza, they began to descend the winding 
road leading from the Capitoline hilL The Forum -below 
l«y bathed in soft silvery light, a vista of broten colonins 
and shattered temples, that stretched far away to the Coli- 
senm, iriiose majestic outiines were just discernible in the 
luminous haze. 

Emerging from the desolate region they had traversed, 
tliey now approached the dimly lighted confines of tlie Borgo 
Vecchio, where the inn, at which they had taten lod^ng, 
held out promise of rest with the aid of a flask from flu sunny 
heights of Monteflascone. 
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CHAPTER n 

THE SILVER KBDOBHOO 

ESP IT E its unpratentlotiB 
name the Silver Hedgehog, 
in the Vicolo dei Sinlbaldi, 
was the rendezvoos for all 
foreigners, who visited Rome, 
regardless of nationality. 
Its host, a Czech of the 
Hussite heresy, entertained 
with his choicest wines all 
firee thinkers, or enemies of 
papacy, and these were daily increasing, even in the Rome 
at the Borgia. 

When Alfonso and his companion entered and took tiieir 
seat, the great guest-chamber was still comparatively deserted. 
Shortly after two men entered the inn and seated tiiemaelves 
within hearing distance of the Hospitaller. One was Don 
Paolo Capello, the Venetian orator; the other Don Joan 
lApez, envoy of King Federigo of Naples. 

On tiielr appearance the ambassador of the Venetian stats, 
who had been, sitting alone at a table, arose hurriedly and 
Joined the new-comers. 
" Whence so late? " he addressed Don Capello. 
" From St. Peter's," replied the Venetian orator. 
" How is his Holiness? " 

<* Ahl How he chantedl There is something in his voice 
•o holy, BO angelic, — as if he had just inherited the combhied 
fortunes of the Sacied Conclave," replied Don Capello wftfi 
great serlot 
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" Of what disorder did Cardinal Michele die? ** 

" Of diinkiiig Bomething disagreeable," answered D<ml 
Capello drily. 

" They say that on the day after the Cardinal's death his 
Holiness declined to see the Spanish ambassador on account 
of his great grief." 

It was known that the PontifPs grief was connected with 
countiag the deceased's money, which had proved to be less 
than lie had expected. 

" I am tlie bearer of grave tidings, Monsignore," Don 
Capello turned to the ambassador of his state. 

" Another note in John Burkhardfs diary? " replied ttw 
ambassador eagerly. 

" Cardinal Monreale — biberat calicem," was the laconic 
reply. 

" He was the fourthl " 

" First Colonna, then Ferrara, then Michele, now Mon- 
reale — an epidemic in very truthi " 

" The waters of the Tiber are very unwholesome for their 
Eminences," replied Don Lopez drily. 

" Tour love of the Borgia is contagious," said Don Capello 
witii a smile. 

" I have further intelligence, my lords, that will fall lilce 
a thunderbolt among the pilgrims of this great JubUee and 
stagger even the most incredulous," Don Capello continued 
after a pause. " Paolo Orsino has been ambushed on his way 
to Rome and has disappeared as if the earth had swallowed 
him. Old Gravina is raging and his Holiness almost beside 
liunself, so they say." 

" The betrothed of Donna Lucrezia removed before the 
nuptials — contrary to all precedenti" exclaimed the THea.- 
politan. 

« The betrothal had not yet been announced, pending the 
reply of the court of Ferraral " 5 

■a < 
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" Don Alfonso is too wise to walk open-eyed into the 
Borgia's trap," said the amhassador. " But what of the 
Ofsini?" 

" They are barricading Monte Giordano and closing every 
approach with heavy chains." 

" The vengeance of Heaven has already overtaken the 
majority of Rodrigo Borgia's Sectors, and even by his own 
i^ncy," the ambassador Giustiniani interposed meditatively. 
" Cardinal Colonna died in exile; Juliano delle Rovere, 
Ascanio Sforza and Savelll are stripped of their possessions 
and have fled from Rome for their lives; the old Cardinal of 
Capua was poisoned; Cardinal Orsino and the Archbishop 
of Florence will be destroyed in time with tbe rest of their 
name — Cardinal Michele died very suddenly, — but then — 
he was <Ad and licbl " 

" It is perchance the devil's masterpiece, to poison the 
source, that men may refuse to drink of the stream," said 
the envoy of King Federigo of Naples. " But the intelU* 
gence is too stupendous; I shall hasten to communicate it 
to the court of my sovereign. With the Colonna and the 
Or^ni up in arms against the Borgia tbe tide may still 
turn in our favor! " 

" His Holiness will be deprived of a great diversion when 
all the cardinals have passed away," replied Don Capello 
scomftilly. " So holy a man must needs have some pas- 
time." 

** The heir of the Orsini in jeopardy of his life, — the 
daughter of old Stephen Colonna, Cesare Borgia's leman. 
Good night, my lords, and pleasant dreams," said Don 
Joan Lopez, " I go and bid my sovereign have good cheerl '* 

" What was the Orsino doing in Romagna? " Alfonso 
turned to Bembo after Juan Lopez had retired. 

" Perchance he was visiting his betrothed at Nepil '* 
leplled Bembo, sarcastically. 

13 
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** At Hepl? ** re-echoed Alfonso. 

** Know yott not, my lord, that his Holiness has created 
Donna Lnciezia Duchess of Nepi, a dependency which has a 
strong casde, and whither she has gone to peifonn a pil- 
gcimage, and to do penance? " 

" At Nepi? " Alftniso repeated, with bewildennent 
"What penance does she at Nepi? Isitakin.tothe pilgriznage 
of Isabella ^^scontl to the shrines of St Mark at Venice, 
irtiich was so pleasantly spent, that, on her return, she was 
obliged to poison her husband, just to preserve his peace of 
mind from talebearers? " 

" Nayl I wager Donna Lucrezia's pilgrimage has another 
dgnificance," said the canon. " Yet I question whether she 
is praying so fervently for the rescue of Paolo Oisino Ihat, to 
retain tiieir prestige, the saints will have to work a miracle." 

At this stage their discourse was interrupted by the appear- 
ance of three men, whose garb and bearing immediately 
attracted Alfonso's attention. 

He vriio seemed to be in authority was a youth oi tall 
atature; over his face be wore a mask nsembUng a Voietlan 
domino. 

The second individual was just such a figure as crowds are 
made of. He wore a russet garb and short hair; his head was 
round, his features neither comely nor forbidding. There 
was nothing to remark in him but a singularly restless 
eye. 

The third individual wore the garb of a monk. 

They called for wine, and, taking their seats at an adj(^iiing 
table, drank for a time without speaking. 

Alfonso, strangely attracted by the incongruous ttio, WM 
soon to overhear a most ningiilar discourse. 

" They have told you for what you are wanted? ** 4w 
masked Individual broke the silence. 

He In the msset nodded. 

H 
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** Did those who spoke to you agne as to iriuit you are 
to leceiTO? " 

" It is the full price, and {lurchases the greater vendetta, 
unless of your benevolence your excellency is content with 
the lesser." 

He mth the mask looked up in surprise. 

" I do not understand you." 

" The lesser vendetta is the death of the body only,** 
expounded he in the russet. *' We watch our man come out 
of a church, or take him in an innocent hour, and so deal 
with him. In the greater vendetta we watch him and catch 
him hot from some unnpented sin, and so slay his soul as 
wen as his body. But this vendetta is not as much in vogue 
now as it was a few years ago." 

" And did he who spoke to you impart to you the 'name 
of the man, — or of hb abode? " 

** He who spoke to me knew not the name of the man nor 
Ut abode. From iriiom shall I learn these? " 

** From myself t " replied he with the mask. 

And he whispered a word into the ear of him in the russet 
garb* that caused the latter to give a violent start 

*' I knew not, — I knew not," he stammered. " There 
was no name mentioned, and indulgences are high, — very 
high. If they go up any higher, we poor fellows will be shut 
out of heaven altogether." 

It was here the monk interposed. 

*' Indulgences were never cheaper to himect menl" he 
pfo tested. 

•* To honest men? " 

" Those who sbi by the marketl If you, in sheer pe r ve r ie- 
neas, choose a crime tite Pontiff has set his face against, 
Uame yourself, not himl " 

" The Pontifil " roared he in the nmet garb, with sadden 
merriment " The Pontiff 1 ** 
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Wtlumt heeding him the monk took a scroll from his 
pocket, tlien, to prove that crime <tf one sort or another was 
within the reach of all but the veriest scum of society, he 
read aloud a curious scale of indulgences. 

At last he In the nisset garh glanced up. 

" Which is it to be — and where? *' 

" I have no feud with his body^ — but with his black 8001,** 
replied the masked cavalier. " Where are your men? ** 

" Rear the Tone di Nonal " 

" It is welll And now to our baigainl " 

By a trifling concession on each side an arrangement not 
uncommon at that time was concluded, the sin was foigiven 
befcne it was committed, and, under the celestial contract, 
the money was paid into &e hands of the monk who, after 
thus disposing of the matter, rose and departed, followed 
shOTtly after by his strange companions. 

Bembo meanwhile had drunk himself into a comatose state 
and was dozing with his head on his hands and his hands on 
the table. He wote with a start and taking Alfonso's advice, 
made off to his chamber with the aid of his benevolent host 

Feeling that sleep would not come to him in his present 
frame of mind, Alfonso refilled his goblet, and, after vacantly 
watching the other guests retire to their respective chambers, 
he arose and followed the mysterious trio. 
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CHAPTER III 

JULIA PARNESB 

ITHOUT a. definite goal in 
view, Alfonso strode out into 
the moonlit, flower-scented 
night lyom afar faint echoes 
of nwn'ymaldng and revelry 
were wafted to him on the 
evanescent breezes. Hie Ro- 
mans and the foreign pilgrims 
were drowning their cares 
and misgivings in the license 
of the eve of St John. Absently Alfonso proceeded down the 
Borgo Veccbio, ruminating over the dark Import of the words 
ttiat bad faUen on bis unwitting ears. Tlw beauty of the 
nig^t did lltOe to cheer his mood or to lighten his dark fancies. 
Mad indeed seemed the purpose which had brought him 
bitbn. For, at this moment, the certainty dawned upon 
bim, tbMit he stood utteriy alone in the Rome of the Borgia. 
The waves of a strong resentment swept over him. Moved 
by the insidious eloquence of Cesare Borgia's envoys, the 
duhe, his father, had openly pledged his consent to this 
shameful alliance, turning a deaf ear to Alfonso's protests 
and entreaties. Deriding the rumors regarding LncrezTa's 
evO fame, Duke EntAi bad not hesitated in pronomiclng the 
Pontiff's daughter the unhappy victim of circumstances, as 
chaste as she was beautiful, and Alfonso's heated protests 
had obtained but the single concession, that, if he succeeded 
in laying before the duke proob irrefutable of Lucrezia's 
17 
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guilt, he would denounca the alliance as vigorously as he nov 
advocated it. 

The merriment was still in full sway. Forum and ITavona 
were peopled with thousands and thousands of strange fan- 
tastic shapes, some of which, in their disguises, suggested the 
mirth and license of ancient times. Parties of pleasure seek- 
ers drifted hither and thither, through the intricacies of the 
sacred city, fHnging the gleam of their lanterns and the sound 
of their laughter through the dartened streets, the shadows 
thrown by tlielr lights brawling grotesquely with the shadows 
cast by the moonlight 

On the other side of the river, beyond the huts of the 
fishermen, soared Mount Janiculum, dark with massive 
foliage and castellated palaces. 

Alfonso's abstracted rambles had carried him from the 
heart of the city, and, continuing heedlessly upon his way, 
he soon found himself within the sacred precincts of the 
Vatican. The pale obelisk of Pharaoh Nunconis rose dimly 
Uke a dream, in the moonlight; the facade of SL Peter's, 
silent and dead, in an extraordinary grandeur of sleep. 

Two persons now crossed the Piazza, then there came a 
third. Then there remained nothing but tlie echoes of 
rythmic steps in the far distance. 

For a time Alfonso gazed with stupid wonderment at the 
desolation environing this modem Babel, with its terraces, 
stories and towers, the structure which concealed his fate, 
— the Vatican. It almost seemed to oppress him with Its 
vastness, its silence, its gloom, harboring untold mysteries. 
Had there been life and light and gayety, he might have som- 
moned courage to enter the massive bronze doors; but to 
lose himself In that vest nlght-engulfed labyrinth was beyond 
his strength. For it was not the silence which calms the spirit 
with its peace, but the silence iriilch oppresBes with its 
memories. 
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It was tiie solitude of sepulchral sleep, under the dismal 
gleam of the lamps, and the pale light ctf the moon. 

Alfonso found himself before a gate which gave way before 
his touch. Before him lay the gardens ctf the Vatican, a limit- 
less soUtude losing itself in the dusky depths of the night 

Though conscious of the risk in penetrating this wilderness, 
Alfonso found himself drawn on by an almost irresistible 
impulse. Every pebble, every flower, every leaf had a strange 
fascination for him in this garden of the Borgia, where each 
inanimate object might reveal so much were it gifted with 
speech. Many a tree, many a rose-bush might have listened 
to the love song of the Circe, which proved so fateful to 
those lured by its magic. Many a pebble, many a blade 
of grass might have been the silent witness of scenes which 
no pen dared picture, no whisper hint. He stood in the 
gardens of the Vatican, the very air of which, fraught with 
the heavy, intoxicating peifume of tmmge and almond trees, 
seemed laden with a strange spell. 

Alfonso had not penetrated far into the green dusk of the 
cypress avenue, when his attention was arrested by footsteps, 
hucriedly approaching over the velvety tuif. His quick ear 
could distingiiish the tramp of persons coming up on his rear, 
but the moon mists prevented his distinguishing even their 
outiines, nor could he gauge the intervening distance. Pausing 
a moment, not to be takon unawares, he heard them rush 
past, and proceeded with a sense of relief, till he was attracted 
by the sound of voices in a near-by thicket. Muffling the 
sound <tf his footsteps, he slowly and cautiously advanced. 
Only a clearing now intervened between himself and the 
speakers; but, as he crossed the open space, he was startled 
by an Immanfff ghadow, that seemed to edge out into the 
night. He stood before the Tor di Bo^;ia, that wing of the 
Vatican which had been added to its already complex archi tec- 
ton by the present Pontiff. It was the spot round wliich 
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clustered all the terrible tales <tf mjstery afloat In the Italy 
of the declining Cinque Cento. 

As yet, the speakers were concealed from Alfonso's gaze 
by the profuse shrubbery which sprang up in tropical profusion 
in the iaterstices, but he could distinguish the voices to be a 
man's and a woman's, the former in the deep pleading tone, 
strangely recalling the sonorous voice of the stranger towards 
whom he had been attracted at the Inn of the Hedgeht^, 
Creeping closer, the voices became more and more distinct, 
and Alfonso, ensconcing himself behind the trunk of a huge 
pine-tree, doubted little that he was on the trail of a secret 
which would aid him in shaping his future course. Every 
word of the discourse which ensued emote his listening ear 
with the consciousness that a supreme providence had 
guided his steps to the Tor di Borgia, in whose ominous 
shadow he stood. 

" And is this all you came to tell me? " said the voice of 
the woman, a voice so rich and vibrant, yet so mocking in 
its accents, that Alfonso felt a strange thrill pervade his whole 
being. " Is it for this fliat you stole hither like a thief, and 
under the pretext of a lie? " 

" It is for this I came, — it is for this I risked my life," — 
pleaded the voice of the man. *' My letters remained un- 
answered, my messenger had to flee for his life, — what else 
was there to do? Julia, — my Julia, — why have you done 
this to mel " 

There was a momentary silence, during which Alfonso 
tried to bring order into the chaos of his thoughts. The dark 
fears he had entertained, when first the sound of a woman's 
voice bad fallen on his ear, had vanished with the last words 
of the male speaker. For, like a sudden flash from a dork 
doud-bank, it stood revealed to him, and with the revelatitm 
came the sense of danger to himself. 

For before him, in the dusk of the overtianging branches. 
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her graceful form barely discernible in its voluptuous outlines, 
stood Julia Famese, the mistress of Alexander. But who 
was the stranger who spoke to her in terms so endearing? 
Wth the revelation of her identity, there arose in Alfonso's 
bteast a strange desire to behold the woman whose only 
rival in point of beauty Lucrezia Borgia was reputed to be, 
the woman of whom the aged Pontiff was so deeply enamored, 
that in the face of all Christendom he had provided lodgings 
for her in the wing of the Vatican which bore his own name, 
and which apartments he had fitted up with a splendor and 
luxury, of which their present state still lends ample testimony. 
Here, then, was the woouui whose every whim was gratified 
by her doting lover, the woman who ruled the Borgia and 
the Vatican court and the patrimony of St. Peter with the 
slightest move of her hand. And, as these reflections passed 
tlirough Alfonso's mind, tills meeting, whose unwitting witness 
his fate had decreed him to be, gained in tremendous 
import 

" Again — wliat do you want of me? " the woman's voice 
demanded, distant and cold, with a ring of hostility she did 
not attempt to veil. 

" I came, because I had to come, — cannot you see it, 
Julia, cannot you see it? Since you have left me I have known 
neither rest nor peace. Like a damned spirit I have been 
wandering in the hope of finding you, to change your mind — 
or at least to learn the cause why you have gone from me, — 
why you have gone from me." 

" You have acted unwisely to come, — yet I do not wish 
to be unkind," the woman replied in a gentler tone. " I 
left you because I have never loved you I It may seem cruely 
yet greater was the cruelty to give myself to you, even as your 
vifel I could not love you as you would be loved: had I 
remained by your side your life would be more miserable 
stilL" 
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** But I do not ttndeistattd,** be pleaded. " I do not iinder^ 
stand I Surely you loved me I Tour confessions, your endear^ 
ments cannot have been base deceptions! Why could yon 
not be happy in my love? Why could not your heart remain 
mine, — mine, — as it was when side by side we knelt to 
knit our tows? What is it that has come between us? " 

" That you have no right to askl " 

*' I have the right to askl " 

** And I refuse to answer! " 

" I fear, I guess your secret all too veUI It Is the Bragia, 
under whose protection you live, who has aroused your 
hatred against me, bitter, bitter and unjust. I, too, am 
bitter, because I love you, Julia, — love you so madly that X 
would rather see you dead than another's! Perhaps I failed 
to fill the high ideal that you dreamed of, when you made me 
the happiest of men: yet if I fell short of it, with you by my 
tide, with you to help me, I would have become gentler, 
kinder, more generous to you and to myself. If I have ened, 
if by word or thought I have hurt or wounded you uncon- 
sciously, — forgive me, Julia, and return to me! Since you 
have left me I am well nigh madt I seem Uke a drowning 
man who stretches forth his arms for you to savel Help 
me, dearest, help me, lest I onk beneath the suif ot my own 
despair!" 

His abject pleading seemed to have touched ttw woman's 
heart. She covered her face with her hands, and a heavy 
^gh rose from her heaving bosom. 

" Oh, Oiso, Orso — why did you come back — iriiy — 
vrtiy?" 

" To take you widi me, beloved, back to Ae old hornet 
back to the old peace! Together we will enter the new life's 
gate, — the new life for me, flooded with the glory of a 
woman's perfect level" 

Eo stretched out his arms as if to take her to his breasti 
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but sbe, receding, held out her snow white hands as ft bairief 
between tbem. 

** No — no — " she replied in s halting mnnniir, tiwn 
irritably: " What is that ugly thing? " 

** Where, dear one? ", 

*' Do not call me sol There — there — you hcdd it on ' 
your arm. Whet Is the thing? " 

" This? " he asted, as he raised some dark folded object 
" It Is a disguise for you in case of danger — to escape ui^ 
known — " 

" For me? " she repeated, with shxlll langhtw. ** For 
me?" 

" To take you with me, — now — this very nlg^tl Ke- 
memher the old days, — the old love, — JnHal Kemember 
the words, the end^mnents yon whispered to me, when you 
consented to become mlnel Let this dark dream vanish! 
All shall be forgotten I We shall begin life anew I Tbere shall 
be no reproach from my llpsi Iliere shall be no qoeationiiig 
of yon in my eyesl Come, Jnliaf cornel I am waiting to 
take yon homel " 

The woman was breathing hard but made no immediate 
reply. At this moment the beams oi the hlgjier risen moon 
fell ttmnigh the branches of fbt holm-oaks, leTCaling the 
itam ot tba Famese, and, for an instant, Alfonso was dazzled 
as he beheld the woman who ruled the andent Pontiff and the 
dty of Rome. Slie was not tall, but so perfectly proportioned, 
tiuit it was impossible to wish that she were taller. Her close 
tunic of palest blue, bordered with gold embrddery at the 
neck, betrayed the matchless symmetry of her flguie, the 
unspeakable grace of development erf a woman in the fullest 
bloom of beauty. Bat Alfonso did not look at her dress, 
nor at the marvellous white amu and hands, revealed by the 
loose sleeves of her gown. His eyes rested on her face, a 
face iriiose features ware of such rare mould and faultless 
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type, as men bod rarely seen. The perfect curve of the snull 
mouth, the deep set blue eyes and the straight pencilled brows, 
the broad smooth forehead and the tiny ear, half hidden in 
the glory of snn-golden hair, the milk-white skin, just tinged 
with the rose light that rarely changed or reddened in heat 
or cold, in anger or joy, — as in mute wonder he gazed on 
the beauty of Julia Famese little did Alfonso marvel at the 
words of him, who had called this matchless work of the 
Creator his own and who had forever lost it. 

Again the man's pleading voice struck Alfonso's ear. 
His whole soul seemed to speak through his words, his eyes. 

" See how the moonlight streams through the tree-tops 
. . . coming like a fairy-goddess to tell us of a newly found 
happiness . . . Julia, Julia! How beautiful you arel " and 
hungrily his arms went out towards her, while his gasping 
breath cut short the flow of his pleading. " Come to me 
as you were wont to do, ere this dark cloud settled over us. 
. . . I could forever hold you in my arms, reading our destiny 
in the thread of the silver moonlight, that weaves a story 
of love and peace. . . . And ah, the story written there. . . . 
I see the long gray road to our castle in the Rocca. ... I 
hear the beat of hoises* hoofs timing the music of our hearts. 
. . . What a song of happiness the hoof beats sing . . . 
bearing us away ttam. Rome, away under the stars, each one 
a torch of love that seems to smile and beckon to us. . . . 
Letusaway,myjulial Away to the land where tlie moonlight 
ends and die dawn of love's day is breaking." 

He made a step towards her to close her in his arms, but 
again she held him aloof with those white hands, ttiat made 
him dizzy with a delirium of agony and passion. 

" It cannot bel It cannot bel " she said. " Got Leave 
me] Too long have I listened to you already! The voice 
of the past is dead — I've done with it, — forever! " 

There was a heavy pause. 
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" You have done with it, — with me? " he repeated, his 
sonorous voice without a ring in ite dulled anguish. " Woman, 
what have I done to deserve this at your hands? I have loved 
you with all my life and soul, and is this — the end? " 

" It is the endl " 

" But why? But why? " he pleaded. " You have never 
told me why you have left me, why you are living here, where 
I may not come, not see youl What is my crime? Of what 
am I accused? Who has turned your heart against me with 
accusations which I may not even refute? " 

The woman stared at him for a moment, and, to Alfonso, 
it seemed as if she struggled between indignation and 

" Let us be brief, and understand each other," she said, 
glancing uneasily towards the dark shadow of the tower. 
" You compel me to be frank, though I would have spared 
youl I have found that which you could not give me. My 
life is filled — at your side it was a blank. There is a gulf 
between us greater than you know, a gulf so deep, so dark, — 
we cannot overstep iti Here, under my bosom, I bear the 
idedge of another's level The love I want, the love I have 
craved fori To have remained with you, I should have been 
a living liel What is done, is done; I would not make your 
shame more pitiful." 

He looked at the woman as out of the depths of a dream. 

" Our shame more pitiful? " 

" Not mine — for I glory in my love, — but yoursl We 
must never meet again," she added, noting the stare of mingled 
despair and agony in his eyes. " What I have said, may at 
first seem hardi But some day you will thank me tor my 
frankness." 

His breath came and went audibly. 

" Thank you? " he gasped, between his clenched teeth, a 

terrible truth suddenly dawning on his dolled senses. "Thank 
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yoa? I think I understand you nowt Ton love thePtmtlff, 
— you love the Borgial '* 

She turned from him without a word. 

With a spring he was by her side. 

" Answer mel " he cried, as he gripped her aim. ** Hie 
tnithl" 

She freed herself and look him squarely in the eyes. Her 
tone was calm and without a tremor. 

" I love himi " 

His fingers twitched convulsively; his face was dose to 
hers. She could have receded, but she stood her ground, 
her eyes meeting his with the cold steel <rf her <f'ff^fl'" 

" And you dare tell me this? " 

" It is the truth! " 

" Wantonl " be gasped in a passionate outburst of rage. 
" And you think I will let you go back to him, you, who have 
wrecked my life and glory in the deed? You, who have made 
my nighte a torture and my days a cursel I gave you the 
love of a crawling slave, but you weary of iti There are still 
more souls to sap! More, — morel I placed my life, my 
honor in your keeping — and you toss me aside Uke a tattered 
glove. But you sliall not, — by the Almighty — yon shall 
not I " 

Breathlessly as Alfonso was listening to this extraordinary 
scene, and though his whole heart went out to the man, he 
could not but admire the woman's magnificent courage, as 
with a mocking laugh, she replied: 

" And who shall prevent? " 

His voice sounded like the ominous growl of distant 
thunder. 

" Who shall prevent! " he cried, swaying with the fury of 
his passions. " Deem you I will stand meekly by and see 
you give your body — the body tfiat is mine, even though 
your foul, treacherous soul is not — to this whining {Kiest — 
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to this amorous apostate — this shaven hypocrite — this 
traitor to the church — " 

Her voice sounded clear, and hard as steel. 

" I warn you, stopl " 

A mocking laugh broke from his lips. As it died away his 
pallid features underwent a terrible change. He looked like 
a corpse returned to earth. Only the fire in his eyes betrayed 
the passions that tore his heart 

*' You warn me? . . . Ton? . . . The mistress of a bastard 
priest . . . you, the creature that you are . . . who crept 
into my home but to sully it with your vileness . . . you, 
whose every caress was the foulest lie . . . you, who wrecked 
my life? — I will drag you bach to the chamber that you 
have made a living hell f or me . . . not as my wife ..." 

^th a cry she raised her hand. 

He struck it down. 

But, as though the blow had loosed a Moloch in his blood, 
he gripped her white throat, endeavoring to crush her down 
In his savage strength. 

She fought desperately for breath, for life, and ere Alfonso, 
vbo watched the uneven struggle in petrified amazement, 
could come to the woman's rescue, a piercing shriek, which 
le-echoed through the dusk of the gardens, gave evidence 
that she had, with snake-lite agility, succeeded in freeing 
iierself from his grasp. With a terrible oath he bounded in 
pursuit of her, but stumbled and fell heavily to the ground. 
Ere he could rise again, Julia Famese had gained the entrance 
to the Tor di Borgia, and, in response to her shrill cry, a 
score of Spanish men-at-aims rushed with drawn swords 
upon the scene. 

" Take this man, dead ia alivel " the Famese's clear, cold 
voice urged them on, her pale, beautiful face, alluring and 
maddening at once in its stony repose, illumined by the 
flickering flame of the crescent lanterns from within. 
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He, lAoni her words thus ruthlessly consigned to a 
fate, coQceming the nature of which he could have little 
doubt, had staggered to his feet, and, utterly regard- 
less of the terrible odds which he faced, rushed with 
drawn sword towards the woman. At the same time he 
uttered a shrill whistle, and, from the dusk of the shrubbery, 
a half dozen men of the type of him in russet, whom Alfonso 
had noticed at the inn, rushed into the open and engaged the 
Vatican guards. 

The Spaniards were taken completely by surprise. When 
they first appeared to the Famese's rescue, they looted in 
vain for her invisible assailant, who, stunned from his fall, 
had not been able to rise from the ground. Not perceiving 
any one in the direction to which the Famese pointed, Del 
Nero, captain of the guard, for a moment imagined that she 
had gone suddenly mad, and his men, lacking concerted 
action, took their cue from their leader. 

Thus, when they found themselves suddenly engaged by 
a force equal to their own, whose leader fought like a madman, 
and had,in a twinkling of an eye,disabled two of their ntunber, 
they began to realize their danger, and, believing that nothing 
short of an attack on the Pontiff himself was intended, raised a 
general alarm throughout the circuit of the Vatican. 

The leader of the Spaniards, who had opposed himself to 
the furious onslaught of the Famese's assailant, soon dis- 
covered that he was dealing with no mean antagonist For 
fury and despair sat on the point of the latter's weapon and 
directed his sorties, while the Famese watched the combat 
with something of a terrible fascination, disdaining to seek 
the shelter which one step would have afforded to her within 
the tower. 

Alfonso's first impulse to rush to the assistance of the man, 
whose reckless daring must in the end prove his undoing, 
had been temporarily foiled by the appearance of the latter's 
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anned followers. Neverttieless he was lesolved not to let 
the hapless victim of the Farnese's treachery fall into her 
power or that of the Pontiff. Only the supreme power of 
reason restrained him from prematurely miring in the fray, 
knowing how disastrous to himself in its last consequences a 
step so iU-advised must prove, when the distant tramp of 
mailed feet, rushing from every direction upon the scene, 
admonished him, that the moment for action had arrived, 
for, by this time, the whole Vatican was alarmed, and the 
report of the affray had even reached the ears of the Pontiff. 

On Alfonso's right was the Tor di Borgia, dark and 
frowning but full of strange, ominous sounds. The clash of 
weapons was heard; guards were seen rushing through the 
arcaded galleries, helmets and cuirasses gleamed and glittered 
in the moonlight 

Del Nero's Spaniards were being sorely pressed by their 
assailants, and their captain was still engaged irith his op- 
ponent, whose rage at bebig baffled in his designs on the 
Famese seemed to redouble bis vigor, and whose blows fell 
so fast and furious that Del Nero found himself reduced 
to a state of defence and was gasping for breath, when, at a 
window directly above them, there appeared the majestic 
fonn of a man, and at the sound of his voice the blades of the 
combatants dropped, as if their arms had been paralyzed 
by a sudden spelL 

For, at the sight of weapons drawn under his very windows, 
die Borgia, roused to intempmite fury by this unprecedented 
insolence, drew himself up to bis full height and sent forth 
such a cry of indignation and rage that even Alfonso trembled 
in the shelter of his retreat 

" Hoi Violence within the sacred precincts of St Peter's! 
Captain of the guardsl Hang me every one of these ruffiaosl " 

As he heard these words, the pallid face of Del Nero's 
opponent turned livid. 
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"Thou shavec apostate!" he roared, brandishing his 
blade towards the Pontiff. " Thou disgrace to God and man I 
I am Ursinus Orsini, here to drag thy mistress from tier bed 
of shame to the brothel that befits her — " 

A shiiefc, such as might come from some fierce animal 
goaded to insensate rage and hunger of destruction, broke 
from the Famese's lips, and first revealed to the Pontiff her 
presence beneath his window. 

" Cut him to pieces! " she shrieted to Del Nero, her white 
liands clenched, her eyes blazing with mortal hatred on her 
victim. And ere the Orsino could turn, the hilt of Del Hero's 
sword crashed down upon his head. Staggered from the blow, 
he dropped his blade. With a quick backward movement tlie 
Spaniard prepared to deal the final stroke, when what seemed 
like a dark, muffled phantom rushed, with drawn sword, upon 
the scene, and dealt the captain of the guard such a terrific 
blow, that he fell stunned at the Famese's feet, then, placing 
his left arm about the reeling Orsino, carried him bodily 
from the scene of the fray, leaving it for his armed retainers, 
who now charged the Spaniards with redoubled fury, to cover 
their retreat, as best they might. 

Alive to the risk of capture, Alfonso dashed madly through 
the thickets, with no other guide save his own instinct After 
a time it seemed to him that he was gaining on his pursuers 
and he could hear their steps die away in the distance. Hurry- 
ing onward he at last perceived the river rolling silently 
on in the moonlight. With the exertion of all his ener^es he 
gained the Borgo Vecchio, and then only he turned to the 
Orsino, who had meanwhile recovered from the blow, offering 
him the hospitality of his own abode for the night This 
the Orsino curtly declined. 

" I may not dwell under a roof in this accursed city," he 

said, " b^des, I should but endanger my benefactor. You 

know not," he continued, " whom jrou have rescued ftttm 
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the Spaniards' clutches, and it is not well that we be seen 
together. It were but to mark you one of the Borgia's victims, 
and — harki — I hear footsteps approachingi " 

They both listened for a moment. The Orsino's ear seemed 
not to have deceived him. 

He extended his hands to Alfonso. 

" You have saved the life of the outcast of a noble house — 
perhaps the most miserable man in Romel How may he 
show bis gratitude whom the fiendishness of a priest has 
stripped of name and possessions and all that make life dear 
to man?" 

" By granting a meeting to one who loves the Borgia as 
little as yourself! " 

The Oisino hesitated for a moment. The approaching steps 
sounded nearer. 

"So it be I To-morrow — two hours before midnight — 
in the churchyard of St. Cosmas." 

Ere Alfonso could reply the other was gone. 

For a moment the Prince of Ferrara gazed irresolutely 
into the shadows that had swallowed the Orsino's retreating 
form, then he turned slowly towards the inn of the Hedge- 
hog. 

In a comparatively short time deep quiet reigned again 
round the Tor di Borgia. The Orsino's men, after covering 
his retreat, had hewn their way through the ranks of the 
opposing guards, leaving the Spaniards to care for their 
maimed and wounded. It was their footsteps the Oisino had 
mistaten for bis pursuers, when be hastily parted from 
Alfonso. 

The moon shed a pale, spectral light over the Vatican 
gardens. Only the dismal cry of the whip-poor-will now and 
then broke the stillness of the scented simmier night. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE CAFTAIII-OBNBRAL OP THE CHOSCH 

H tbe foSkming iaj it seemed 
as if tlie entile popnl&tioii d 
Rome lud assemUed to greet 
tiw retam ai Cesaze Bor- 
gia, Captaiu-General of flie 
ChnrclL Tet a dark rumor 
preceded his caning, — that 
in liis company, augmented 
on ^ way by the Florentine 
ambassador, was Paolo Oi^ 
slno, iriio had, la a marrellouB manner, escaped from violent 
dealh at the hands of outlaws infesting the Apennines. At 
whose Instigation this outrage had been committed on tiie 
heir of the powerful house was lihewise a matter of gossip 
and surmise, yet none dared even whisper the name of the 
probable projector of a baffled crime. 

Meanwhile the array of the General of the Church had 
come to a halt beyond the Ponte Molle, — the ancient Mit 
Tlan bridge. Rome lay before Cesare Borgia and his com- 
panions, only the waters of the Tiber flowing between them. 
The Btsmal City, with her innumerable spires and pinnacles, 
rose in the transparent air, while the deserted aspect of the 
surrounding country was relieved by numerous groups of 
pilgrims, who continued to anlve from all region^ of Europe. 
On the brow of the hill, sumamed since olden time Monte 
Malo, two personages on black steeds were engaged in sur> 
nylng the ever-changing spectacle. 
The one wore a lugubrious diess of black velvet, entlmly 
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tiordleTCd, save by a chain of massive gold beads. His 
fine Spanish features were pale, almost colorless. His eye 
had a restless glitter, and the fine nostril and small mouth 
added the last distinctive marks to the appearance of Cesare 
Borgia, the most dreaded character of his age. 

His companion, Kiccolo Machiavelli, ambassador of the 
city of Florence to the Holy See, was a man in the prime of 
life, of good stature, somewhat spare in flesh, with characteris- 
tic, sharply defined features. His eyebrows had an habitual 
curve downwards; the mouth in repose with its tightly com- 
pressed lips revealed an expression of singular unbappiness. 
But whenever they broke from their musing calm, his eyes 
and features lighted up with satirical brilliancy. 

Sb wore a faded crimson cloak over a. garb of dark velvet, 
which for an age delighting in rich dress, was exceedingly 
plain. Drawn up behind them was a detachment of the 
Borgia's formidable guard, renowned throughout Italy for 
tbeir cruelty and their valor. 

The observations of Cesare Borgia and his companion 
suffered a sudden check by the arrival of a herald, who first 
directed their attention to the gleam of banners and lances 
on their rear. 

" Potent lord, or whoever you may be," he addressed the 
duke, " my master and sender, Vitellozzo VitelU, lord of 
Citta di Castello, a devout pilgrim to the holy jubilee, availing 
himself of Oie safe conduct offered to all men alike by the 
Holy Fatlier, would know to whom ha sends his peaceful 
greeting by me, that no blame may attach to him, if it should 
turn out otherwise than he intended." 

To very few of the listeners was this message pleasing, for 
Gian Vitellozzo was chief of the powerful house of the ViteUi, 
iriiose immense possessions out of Rome rendered them most 
fomddable in it of all the rebellious feudatories of the Holy 
See. In the league fonned against the pretentions of Alex- 
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ander VI the VlteUI lud been the strongeet link, for, hi 
addition to the conunon motiTe of the barons in resisting the 
efforts to crush tlieir power, the Vitelli were united to the 
Orsini by ties of blood, and, consequently, to the banished 
Bfodici of Florence. To the cause of the latter they were 
farther bound by the revenge which their chieftain cherished 
against the Florentines for the death of his brother, who, com- 
manding his mercenaries la their service, was beheaded by 
them for some real, or supposed treason. Vitellozzo's German 
cavalry liad principally caused the defeat of the forces of the 
church in the pitched field of Bracdano, and since then his 
pride and arrogance had swelled to such a degree, that he was 
said to plan no lesser an object than the dethronement of the 
Vicar <d Christ. Such was the devotee, who, surrounded 
by nearly a thousand horsemen, whose ponderous statoies 
and complete panoply attested their genealogy from the 
andent ravishers of Italy, appeared on his way to join the 
celebration of the great festival of Christendom. 

Whatever might have been the feelings with -wtdch Cesare 
listened to the herald's announcement, he did not betray 
them. But suddenly his features lighted up as he noted 
the approach of a second horseman, not unworthy of notice 
indeed, for his appearance presented many of the finer char- 
acteristics of the Italian race, deteriorated indeed from Ihe 
vigor and manliness of the Latin, but retaining much of the 
symmetry and grace befitting the boasted descendants of 
Venus. 

Paolo Orsino was a man in the prime of life, possessing a 
frame remarkable rather for elegance than power. The 
features were strongly yet finely delineated, revealing traces 
of ardent passions; sinking at will into a marble repose, that 
mocked the scrutiny of the observer. The pallor of his 
complexion was strangely enhanced by the raven blue hair, 
which hei^^tened the tints of recent dread and suffering. 
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** H7 lord Paolo, hear you? " Ceaare turned to the oew^ 
coiner In a tone of delight " Our good fortune is now indeed 
complete, and our peace will be written in adamant, if the 
noble Vitelli will aign, or at least seal it, — for I remember, 
the lord of Citta di Castello boasts that he cannot write. But 
why conies he with a whole army to a Christian rite of 
peace?" 

" Lean it to me to inquire into that, and to settle the 
terms of fellowship and brotherhood between you," said 
the Oi^o, with great eagerness. 

" Fellowship and brotherhood 1 The ^telli are vassals 
of the church; I am Its Ueutenant," replied Ceaare, with a 
momentary flash of his natural pride, but, as he again scanned 
tlie squadrons below, the smile returned to his lips. 

" Go then, dear Paolo, but let not your conference be lon^ 
else my men will melt in their armorl " 

" Lead on, herald," said the Orsino, with a significant 
glance of triumph at MachiavelU; then he followed the 
parti-colored messenger towards the contingents of his friend. 

" I know not what to think of this," Cesare remarked to a 
horseman, who had separated himself from the ranks of the 
Borgia's guards, as if to be ready at a moment's warning for 
any emergency. He was tall and spare; liis features lean 
and coarse, testifying to his mongrel Spanish-Arab descent 
His lips were thick, his complexion olive-gray, his hair thick 
and wiry as tiiat of a buU. There was a stony determination 
in his gaze, contrasting strangely to the melancholy expression 
of the Italians. He was armed at all points in dull iron plate, 
except ttie head, on wliich he wore a steel cap. This was Dm 
Migvel de Murviedro, commonly called Mlgoelotto, a 
Catalan, the leader of Cesare's soldiers and the henchman of 
the General at the Church. MachiavelU regarded him with 
stem thot^t, as with an appearance of deference he abased 
his huice befbie the Bor^ 
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" I know not what to think of this," Cesaxe said in a tone, 
hardly above a whisper, which habit only enabled the captain 
at the condottieri to hear. " I believe those of Fermo and 
Faenza tiave joined forces with Vltellozzo." 

" My lord duke," interposed Machiavelli with a sarcastic, 
yet indignant expression, " well may you call your power a 
child's bauble, if you suffer the army of your enemies to join 
tlie Orsini and the other barons is Rome." 

" Hush, my dear Niccolo, what can I do? The time may 
come — shall comel " replied Cesare. " If my troops were 
overcome by yonder savages from the Elbe and Danube, then* 
indeed, might Vltellozzo march on Rome and dethrone the 
Holy Father in the presence of the whole Christian world 1 " 

" The pilgrims would not sufter iti They come from remote 
lands and know of no reason that could justify treason against 
Heaven in the person of its earthly lieutenant," said Hachia- 
velli, with a smile and a sigh, which seemed to acknowledge 
the wisdom of the duke's fears. 

" Trust me, Niccolo, only to yield like the wave that 
recedes, until it is high enough to overwhelm," returned the 
Bor^. 

" Sinewy slaves indeed," mused Ser Machlavelli, survey- 
ing the German battalions. But Cesare interrupted his ru- 
minations. 

" Our lov»«ick peacemaker seems to succeed, for here 
comes the giant himself in his company." 

"I marvel he breaks not the back of bis antediluvian steed," 
said the ambassador, with the scorn of mhid for matter, as 
on a huge white steed, the vast bulk of Vltellozzo emerged 
from the ranks of his men-at-arms. Telamonian Ajaz himself 
would hardly have contended with such an antagonist even 
for the arms of Achillea, so vast and portentous appeared the 
chieftain, who was nearly seven foot high, and of proportionate 
bulk. A lofty black plume waved on his helmet, which 
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looked rather like an iron barrel than the receptacle of a 
humao head. To this immense stature, so unusual among the 
Italians, Vitellozzo owed great part of his fame and the singu- 
lar fidelit7 which his barbarians preserved rather to hig bulk 
than to himself, although there were few chieftains whose 
wealth and ferocity entitled them more to the esteem of the 
mercenary soldier. 

\^tellozzo advanced in company of the Oisino, followed 
only by two spearmen, about a bow^ot beyond his cuiras- 
siers, but suddenly he paused, and his loud harsh voice could 
be heard even to the distance at wliich the Borgia stood, 
exclaiming: 

" No, by St Paull PU venture no nearer his nets, tUl I 
have better assurance how far they are spread." 

Paolo seemed to remonstrate, but Cesare promptly set 
spuis to his horse and descended alone to meet bis suspicious 
visitor. 

This act of apparent confidence did more to win Vitellozzo 
than all the rhetoric of the Orsino. His coarse, lowering 
visage seemed to become electrified with surprise, brightening 
up, while his thoughts passed over it like gloomy clouds, in 
a manner which made it apparent that he possessed but little 
of the art of concealing them. 

" Tour grace is welcome! And — by the body of me — 
alone? " he exclaimed, staring for a moment incredulously 
at the Borgia, then looking round at his detachment with a 
strange expression of alarm. 

" I never trust half, Vitellozzo," replied the dute. " But 
I think you have shown but little confidence in our Holy 
Father's pledge, since you travel to the jubilee with a thousand 



" Our Holy Father has only promised to protect those who 

cannot protect themselves," replied the lord of Castello, 

recovering his natural fierceness and insolence ci manner. 
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** Htneover we bad just learned that our dear friend, Paolo, 
had been seized on his way by brigands, — not that he was 
rescued. And, lastly, we would give our rt^ues a share in the 
indulgences which the Holy Father is showering so freely, 
for, God's faith, — tiwy need iti " 

" But now that I have declared the terms of our agreement, 
and the valiant Vitellozzo assents thereto, his force but 
adds to yours, Cesare," interposed the Orsino. 

" So be itI " replied the duke suavely, pretending not to 
see the expression of doubt on the chieftain's face, which 
revealed itself on too large a scale, to be easily mistaken. 

Muttering some tacoherent words, ^tellozzo at length 
burst out: 

" But we hear you have die ambassador of the Floientine 
rabble with you, and I have with me their banished prince, 
Pier de MedicL" 

This information did indeed startle the Bo^ia. 

" Pier wends his way to Rome as a pilgrim like yourself," 
he said, after a pause. " As such, the lieutenant of the father 
of Christendom can, without offence to any man, or state, 
bid him welcome." 

A slender, but graceful form, armed in complete steel, 
save that be wore no helmet and his long fair hair was parted 
over a countenance full of mildness and melancholy, now 
rode towards the speakers. A sli^e man-at^«rm8, with a 
blue banner, strewn with the well-known golden balls of the 
Medici, followed him. By a coincidence not very desirable, 
MacchiaveUi, at the same moment, joined the duke, so 
that the expelled prince and the ambassador of the Republic 
met face to face. 

" Ser Niccolo, of the Machiavelli? " said Pier in a mUd 
tone. " A learned and valiant gentleman whom indeed we 
are g^d to see." 

" I am the ambassador of the Florentine Republic," 
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replied Macchiavelli, somewhat sternly. " Bat I am indeed 
very ^d also to meet your lordship here." 

" Ha, ha, Messer Niccolo, how like your citizens my late 
visit to the Val d'Arno? " growled Vitellozzo, smiling fero- 
cioosly at the recollections which arose in his mind. 

" So well that they intend to return it anon, my lord," 
replied the ambassador. 

** I trow that all the plagues of Egypt could not have done 
better among the lands of those bloody murderers," returned 
the gigantic chieftain, flushing darkly. 

'* Nay — your brother's Manes must long since have been 
appeased," said Cesare, purposely reviving the recollection. 

'* There are some, my lord Cesare, who value a brother's 
blood as merchants do their wares," returned Vitellozzo 
fiercely. " But mine I have written on every rood of Floren- 
tine soil and I hope to do it yet more plainly in Florence 
herself!" 

" Tush, tush, A^tello, you mistate," Pier interrupted bis 
impolitic ally. 

" I shall not fail to advise my lords of jrour kind intentions," 
replied Ser Niccolo. 

" And add, — " shouted the chieftain, trembling with 
zage, when Pier again interposed. 

** Nay, — rather, my good Niccolo," he said, " ride on with 
me, and I will speak to you of matters conducive to the 
gntfimg of t^'s unhappy feud I " 

" Hy lord, I see you have your pills gilded," replied tiie 
ambassador with a scornful glance at the banner. " Tet I 
assure you, the Florentiiie Republic will not swallow them 
again!" 

Perceiving that no good was likely to arise from any further 

discourse, Cesare suggested that they proceed at once to 

Rome, proposing to act as &eir herald. The rest assenting, 

he bowed courteously to the group, and, motioning to Ma- 
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chiavelli, returned with him to bis own troops, and gave 
the order to advance. Some time elapsed ere Vitellozzo's 
party followed the example. 

At the Porta del Popolo they were met by John Burkhardt, 
whose diary remains to verify some of the most incredible 
passages of this story, who, after the ustial ceremonies of 
wricome, informed the duke that at the behest of his Holiness 
be was to conduct him to the Colonna palace, which the 
Pontiff had been pleased to confer upon him, not only as 
temporary lodging, but as a gift, there to reside henceforth. 

"The Colonna palace I Is there not room for a simple 
soldier in the Vatican? " said Cesaie with a dark frown. 

" The royal lady, your august spouse, inhabits the Colonna 
palace, and there only can your grace's retinue be suitably 
lodged," replied Burkhardt, timorously shrinking from the 
duke's ominous scowl. " The sacred palace is filled with 
illustrious pilgrims and the magnificent lady, Donna Luerezia, 
is expected to arrive there to-morrow." 

" Donna Lucrezia to be lodged in the Vaticanl "exclaimed 
Cesare. '* ^ard you ever of such a scandal? Why, tell me, 
Burdardo, have you in all your experience, in all your re- 
searches in the chronicles of Papacy, ever heard of women 
openly lodged in the palace of St. Peter? " 

"Such is the desire of his Holiness," replied the papal 
Polonlus with a deep bend. 

" And since the Holy Father cannot err, we are bound to 
obey his will, without inquiring into it," said the duke with 
an ironical smile. " Hasten, honest John, and tell the gapeis 
I am coming. And you, Miguelotto, go and request the Orsino 
to share my honors, and — " be lowered bis voice, " fail not 
to enlarge upon the novelty of lodging a woman in the house 
of a priestl And so the Pontiff will have the Tiber between 
himself and his loving son? " he continued to the Datary, 
as the captain started off on his errand, 
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" There are men about his Holiness bent on wtfllrine mis- 
chief," returned the Datary with a dry, malicious smile. 
" A new castellan has been appointed over Castel San Angelo 
during your absence — Fflli^r, one of flie Pontiff's own 
Swiss." 

" 'Wlieref<H« then did his Holiness make me constable for 
life? " frowned Cesare. 

" When the Orsini drew their knives, the Pontiff installed 
bis Swiss in Castel San Angelo, for all Rome was in an uproar, 
— the Colonna themselves ventured to appear, the Cenci, 
the Conti, the Salviati barricaded their streets, — we were 
all out of our senses save alone his Holiness, who, when the 
pilgrims flocked down to the Vatican, spoke to them from the 
balcony, and convinced them that it was none of their number 
who had been capturedl And it was all your friends could 
do, to prevent his Holiness from personally conducting an 
expedition into the mountains to punish the bandits, leaving 
Rome to be seized by the barons. It is strange how his heart 
is set on this marriage, now that the negotiations with Ferrara 
seem to have failed," 

" My sister is a widow now full twelve monttul His Holi- 
ness has his reasonsi " 

It was a gorgeous spectacle which now greeted the gaze of 
the returning General of the Church. The river was crowded 
with gilded galleys, whose richly carved prows, variegated 
standards and painted keels were magnificently relieved by 
the burnished gold of the waves. The bridge was spaimed 
by a triumphal arch, and beyond were to be seen the serried 
ranks of the Pontiff's Spanish guards. 

The master of ceremonies now raised his wand, and the 
armament of the Borgia set in motion to cross die bridge. 
As Cesare headed his battalions, his person became distlnctiy 
visible to the immense crowds which filled the intervening 
valley, and the sinister gloom of his hahiUmentSt united with 
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tiw tremendous report of his character, produced a singiilar 
effect Some faint attempts at a shout became audible, 
which died away in indistinct and avestruck mutters, were 
again renewed, then passed into utter silence. 

The silence of a great multitude is fearful, and Cegare 
scanned the masses with some alarm. Fortunately some 
partisans of the exiled Colonna, screened by distance, ven- 
tured to raise their wai^<ry, and instantly there arose a 
stormy: " Viva Borgial " " Oiso, Orsol " which brohe the 
sinister speiL 

The biide of Cesaie appeared a little way beyond the 
bridge, mounted on a palfrey covered with white Telvet, 
led by grooms in cloth of gold, under a canopy of crimson 
velvet, sown with the lilies of France, and surmounted by a 
royal crown, borne by four knights in silver armor. She was 
a very young and lively looking French girl, with an air of 
coquetry and vivacity, which disappeared the moment she 
eepied her terrible lord. Her attendants, together with the 
consorts of the barons of Rome, formed a superb cavalcade 
about her. 

" See bow he Msaw her hand while his eyes are on the 
women around herl '* remarted one of the crowd to a de- 
formed dwarf, who, with a smile of malignant mirth, was 
scratching his disproportioned head, 

" And why not? " replied the latter. " They are Older 
acquaintances of his than this North girl. Know you not 
that, to avoid scandal, Cesare has appointed bis senigUo to 
wait on his wife? " 

At this moment the bells of the innumerable churches of 
Rome burst into one simultaneous peaL At the same time 
immense bonfires were kindled on the seven hills of Rome 
in honor of the returning Captaut-General of the Church. 
The twilight, crimsoning with the reflection of the fires, 
gave a new and singularly beautiful hue to the moving 
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pageant, as it passed up the FlaminUn Way, oo each side of 
which die palaces were hung with costly tapestries, banners 
and cloths of gold. 

The procession approached the Piazza Navona. In this 
district lay the chief strength of the Orsini, the great square 
being environed with the palaces of their chief barons, and the 
streets being inhabited only by their clansmen, or clients, 
08 the Roman nobles were still pleased to style their vassals. 
Entering this camp, as it might be called, of his enemies, 
the gloomy streets of which were hung with chains, the mouth 
of levelled cannon appearing at every approach, Cesare looked 
round for the Orsino. 

" I will not enter without my host," he said with an en- 
gaging smile, backing his horse till it was abreast of Paolo's. 

Probably the Orsino divined the duke's suspicions, for 
there was something disdainful in the silence with which he 
accepted this honor. 

The procession moved on. They entered the great Piazza. 
An looted dark, silent, melancholy. Suddenly a blast of 
trumpets was heard. As if by magic an immense bonfire 
blazed up in the center of the square to the height of the 
surrounding houses. Garlands of flaming pitch appeared at 
every window, and starting from the pavements, on which 
tliey lay crouched, as from the bowels of the earth, gleamed 
an armed throng in the flame-hued livery of the Orsini. 
Cesare gave an involuntary jerk in the saddle, gripped his 
da^ier, and seized Paolo's hand. He, however, returned his 
grasp with a friendly pressure. 

« Do you consent to cement our alliance in the way so 
often proposed? " he turned to the Borgia. " Fulfil your 
promise, Cesare, and my doubts shall be forever silencedl " 

*• On that point, Donna Lucrezia herself must decide, and 
your own good fortune in love," replied the duke with a 
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" But you will no loiter use your influence in favor of 
Feirara? " returned the Orsino, a lingering incredulity 
expressed in his tones. 

" Hat What say you, when the vain coxcomb has crossed 
the Alps, to shun an alliance, in wliich an emperor might 
rejoice? " replied Cesaie, with a momentary expression of 
mortified pride. " And you, too, Paolo, suspected me, else 
wherefore did you journey by stealth through my estates? " 
he continued, with a pathetic look of rein'oach which almost 
deceived the Orsino. " I again offer you the fullest and 
amplest confirmation of the terms we concluded at Imola; — 
is not this proof of my sincerity? " 

They had, by this time, fairly passed through the Orsini 
quarter, probably not to Cesare's grief, and now approached 
die bridge of San Angelo. It was observed that Cesaie 
turned pale when the river came In sight, and there was 
something demoniacal and wild In his gaze. Some, who were 
looking at him earnestly, imagined that it was the recollection 
of some dark deed which writhed within him, for there, right 
in front, rose that vast and gloomy pile, the fortress tomb of 
tiie former master of the world, which had received his 
brother Francesco's corpse, Mien recovered from the ooze 
of tba Tiber. Others, more charitable, ascribed the emotion 
to the contrast thus forced upon him of bis own glories witii 
the dismal tragedy of his brother. But his pallor mi^t 
merely have been the reflection of the chill hues of the moon, 
which had now risen full in the darkening twilight and shone 
over the terraces of the Vatican and the spires of St. Peter's, 
for Michel Angelo had not yet hung the Pantheon in the 
air. 

All conjectures on this point, however, were speedily 
swallowed in others more cogent. The legions of ^Htellozzo, 
who, instead of following the procession headed by Cesaie, 
had branched off at the entrance of the Orsini quarters, now 



Digitized by Google 



THE CAPTAIN-GENERAL 

appeared drawa up, as if in order of battle, in the centre of 
the square before the bridge of Castel San Angelo, which they 
ought already to have crossed. Marvelling at a delay which 
was likely to increase the confusion of the armed masses, 
the duke's alarm again returned, and there was a fierceness 
in his eyes when he inquired into the cause, which frightened 
the soldier to whom his question was addressed to such an 
extent that he could not reply. But Vitellozzo almost in- 
stantly appeared, and with a countenance by no means so 
full of regret as his words, informed Cesare that his Germans 
refused to lower their standard in homage to the banner of 
the church waving from Castel San Angelo, because the 
Swiss, who garrisoned it, had set up their own flags below 
it on the ramparts, and it mig^t be construed as a mark of 
homage to these mercenaries, which the German spirit would 
not brook. 

There was a smile of dull hatred and malice on Vitellozzo's 
face, as if he had reduced the General of the Church to a 
Hilftmnifl which did not escape Cesare's penetration. And a 
dilemma it was. It seemed that he must either suffer an 
insult to be offered to the sovereignty of the church in her 
metropolis before the gaze of Christendom, or exhibit his 
own weakness in a vain attempt to compel a submission, 
which the arrogant German mercenaries were not litely to 
yield. 

A moment's musing showed Cesare both horns of the 
alternative; another suggested to him not only an escape, 
but the advantages to be reaped from it. 

" Let this new castellan of Castel San Angelo attend me. 
I think I am still constable of the City of Romel Where is 
Higuelotto? " 

And he glanced around. 

Miguelotto was at hand. 

The castellan of San Angelo now appeared, bearing a ring, 
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or rather hoop, of mas^ve keys, which he probably intended 
to present by way of homage to Cesare. 

" WliatI Do we see aright? " exclaimed the dute, coloring 
darkly, " Pflingerl Whom we forbade ever again to appear 
within the Patrimony of St Peterl Homiddel What is 
your business here? " 

And, suddenly stooping, Cesare snatched the keys of office 
from the hand of the dumbfoonded Swiss and banded them 
over his shoulder to Miguelotto. 

" Go with your men and guard San Angelo," be turned to 
the Catalan. " Tell the Swiss to meet me instanfly with 
standardsflying, as befits a returning General of the Church, 
to be my escorts to the Palazzo Colonna; for, on second 
thought, it were uncharitable to disturb the Holy Father at 
this late hourl " 

With a sardonic flash, Cesare's eyes fell on the discomfited 
visage <d Vitellozzo, whose expression was so rueful, that it 
caused a smile to flit over even the trained features of Mac- 
chiavelli. 

There was a pause; the grim chieftain stood for a moment 
irresolute, he glanced at the Oisini, then at his mercenaries, 
but momentarily overawed by Cesare, he acquiesced, sullenly 
commanding his Germans to salute the standud of the church, 
now waving solitary on the ramparts, for at this instant the 
great gate of Castel San Angelo opened, and Miguelotto rode, 
out, the Swiss following in moody silence. 

And again the procession set in motion, following Cesare 
towards the Palazzo Colonna. 
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CHAPTER V 

THB CHURCHYARD OF 8T. C08MA8 

LFONSO had been one of the 
tiiousands to watch the en- 
trance into Rome of the Cap- 
tain General of the Church. 
The disperBing crowds had 
swept him back into the 
Borgo Vecchio, where he anx- 
iously awaited the hoar ap- 
pointed for the meeting with 
Ursinus Orsino. 
The bells of a thousand churches had sounded the second 
hour of the night, when the Prince of Ferrara was swiftly 
passing down a lane behind the Vatican gardens, traveising 
a succession of dark and tortuous alleys, such as still inter- 
sected the former magnificence of the Eternal City, and took 
ibe direction of the Trostevere. The streets of this region 
were now for the most part deserted, and, without meeting 
a human being, the Hospitaller reached the banks of the 
Tiber, whose sluggish waves were flooded with silver by the 
rising moon. Black boats rocked, like moving shadows, 
along the shore, and the notes of a mournful chant echoed 
tiirough the still air fa-om a distant convent 

Continuing his walk at a swifter pace, Alfonso passed 
through the ominous quarter of the Sclavonians, where he 
first began to take note of his suiroundings, traversed a 
narrow lane behind the white convent of Santa Maria in 
Trastevere and emerged among the ruins encompassing the 
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baM of the Avestine. Puslog along the liver through the 
regioo between the Borgo San Spirito and TraBteirere, the 
so-called Leonine dty, Alfonso, though little In the mood to 
indul^ in classic memories and the associations of the spot, 
could not but feel impressed with the surrounding witnesses 
of departed empire, ttie skeleton, as it were, of the imperial 
Rome of the past. Everywhere his gaze met roofless columns 
and shattered walls over which the moonlight gleamed, 
ghostly, transparent, bactod by the frowning masonry and 
masdve watch-towers of the feudal aristocracy, half-hid 
among the dark foliage, which sprang up among the very fanes 
and palaces (rf old. 

Thus, ere he hardly knew it, he found himself before the 
ancient churchyard of St. Cosmas, which he entered. 

Grave-stones, gray with the corrosion of time and air, half 
revealed themselves in the thickets, and the pale, ulvery 
moonUgbt gleamed through dim vistas. 

He had not threaded more than half the graves, when a 
human form emerged from the shadows before him, and 
seemed to walk as one who muses on the moral irtiich the 
nature of the place was likely to excite. Continuing in the 
wake of the stranger, his footsteps were heard, for the other 
paused and seemed to regard the approaching Hospitaller 
with some suspicion; Alfonso also noticed that he wore a 

** Tou have chosen a melancholy hour for your walk," be 
said tentatively, to satisfy himsetf that he was addies^g 
the Orsino, " and a stiU more melancholy spot. I hope I 
am not intruding on one who is moundng a friend or 
relative?" 

" I am not here for the love of the place," replied the otiier, 
and he removed his mask. 

Alfonso extended hk hand. 

The Orsino returned the greeting. " But for your timely 
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aid, I should now be faeping the compuiy of the flimsy 
ghosts in Castel San Angelo." 

*' You were one against tnanyl " 

" The army of tlie churchi " the Oisino said sardonically. 
** From your garb, I take it, you are in Rome on a pilgrimage 
to the Jubilee." 

" On a pilgrimage, — if you wilL" 

" A friend of tlie Orsini? " 

" You hardly seem to be in accord with. timm. yourself." 

Ursinus Orsino uttered a bitter laugh. 

" Are they not in high favor at the Vatican? Aspiring to 
honors that should make the very stones of Gravlna^ palace 
ring with derision and mockery? " 

" My lord Uisinus, these matters are known to me but 
from hearsay. A stranger in Romei I strayed into the Vatican 
gardens. Thank chance, not met " 

" You are from the Patrimony, my lord?" t 



** From Ferrara." 

" From Ferrara? How do they regard Alexander^ proposi- 
tion at the court of your duke? " 

" They say bis son has crossed the Alps to escape so odious 
an alliance I " 

*' The wiser liel " Uisinns replied. 

" Duke Ercole seems bent on its consummation," Alfonso 
replied indifferently. ." The splendor of the Borgian court 
has dazzled his old eyes I " 

" The magnificence of the chamel house I " replied Uisinus 
Orsino with vehemence. "Why will the princes of Italy 
continue to pay homage to tbia Siren of the Vatican, when they 
mark not one letuming foot-print in the sand? " 

" Why does the moth seek the devouring flame? " Alfonso 
replied. " And do not even those whose propinquity to the 
scenes of disaster should render them the more distrustful, 
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cast pudence and caution to tiw winds, in the wild dedm 
to mingle ttieir blood with that of the Borgia? " 

" None so blind as he who will not see," said the Onino. 

" Then you deem not that Alexander is sincere? " 

" The Pontiff is moving heaven and earth to bring about 
the alliance witli Ferraia. But there is another who as 
strongly opposes it The Duke of Romagna, Cesare, wants 
Lucrezia in Rome I " 

" As the bride ci your brother — Paolo? " questioned 
Alfonso, rather to conceal his emotions, than to elicit the 
information. 

" I did not say as the bride of Paolo," replied the other. 

" And Donna Lucrezia, — does she not resent ^ yoke 
imposed upon her by a tyrant father and brother? " 

" Donna Lucrezial She is a most dutiful daughter, — a 
most affectionate sister. — Her maxim is that of the church: 
Obedience is holiness! " 

" Deem you she connived at the death of her former 
husbands? " 

" Connived? A harsh word for so beautifnl a woman, 
with arms so white and lips so redl Deem you the I^ince 
of Salerno had been butchered, had she opposed the deed? " 

" Bat her motives? " exclaimed Alfonso. " Her motives? " 

** For one clothed in so holy a frock you seem sJngutariy 
interested In mundane affairs," replied Uisinus Orsino with 
a smjle. " Tet — your arm is not that of a mumbler of 
masses, and I believe I can trust you, even though I know 
not to whom I speak." 

" I jn'ay you, my lord Oisino, deem it not discourteous 
that I withhold a name, wiath the nature of my buaness 
forbids me to divulge." 

" I respect your motives, my lord. Tou are from Ferrara. 

Think you I exaggerate, blinded by fury and desperation? 

I say to you, the conunonest hireling in Italy, he who will 
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pbuit liis dagger in the heart of his fTiend for two sequins, 
is a man of open dealing compared to the treachery ot the 
Bo^ia broodl If I have lived through it all to tell the tale, 
it is because one hope has upheld my maddened spirit, — 
one hope alone I " 

They had emerged from the churchyard of St Cosmas, and 
were slowly making their way towards the wastes of Traste- 
vere. Before them, in the night, rose the ruins of the iUrfamed 
temple of Isis. 

For a time they walked in silence, a silence almost oppress- 
ive in its intensity. 

At last Alfonso spoke, 

" Were you, my lord Orsino, lite so many, blind to the 
pitfalls in their own household? " 

The Orsino's face was livid. An unnatural smile played 
round his lips as he spoke. 

" The Borgia are false as helll This I knew. I knew them 
to be crafty, treacherous, unscrupulous; but that my wife — I 
GodI I dare not think out the Uioughtl ..." He paused; 
then with a fury he burst forth: *' The very marbles of this 
dty are in league witii fbe Borgia I There was not a servitor 
in my palace who was not a hireling of Alexander's. The very 
beggars whining on the steps had thehr poctets filled with 
the Pontiff's sequins, — and they were not only paid to 
watch my movements, but to watch each ofber as welll " 

" An admirable system! " exclaimed the Hospitaller. 
" Your security proved your undoing." 

" A system that leaves none of us masters of our own 
actions I They have blasted my life, — loaded my name 
with infamy; Uiey have blinded my own kith and kin to ttielr 
ruthless treachery, — I am to-day the most forsaken man in 
Rome." 

** Why not implore the aid <tf old Fabrizio Colonna? Castel 

Oandt^ would prove a safer haven than your own ipy- 
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haunted pQe; and the Colonna love the Pontiff as little as 
they love his bastard son." 

" Bear and tiger mingle not; even thou^ my ovn kindied 
have so far forgotten their name as to make common cause 
with this adventurer from Valencia; I may not humble 
myself before a Colonna." 

" Yet your cause is very much the same. Hs8 not Cesare 
spirited away Stephen Colonna's daughter to one of his 
strongholds? '* 

A bitter laugh broke fa-om the Orsino's lips. 

" I see the writing on the wall: it spells the doom of the 
Orsinil" 

" Hardly a subject for mirth, considering that you are of 
their number," replied the Hospitaller. 

" Old Gravina is as wax in the Pontiffs bands, and Paolo, 
— credulous Paolo 1 He dreams of his inamorata and believes 
that the saints sent a special messenger to deliver him from 
Cesare's trap! Strangeirony of fatel A Colonna to share the 
fate of the Orsini, while Cesare's spouse is pining away her 
young life in old Fabrizlo's palace [ " 

" When the cardinal's hat became too irksome for Cesan 
he exchanged it for a duke's beietta. His vay lay over a 
corpse I " 

" The Dute of Gandial " 

" Francesco Borgia, Duke of Gandia." 

The Oisino pointed down the road. 

" Yonder is the temple of I^," he said. " Beyond, the 
Tiber winds round the base of Aventine." 

" It is the way I came." 

" It Is the way he wentl " 

Alfonso shuddered. 

" Your path carried you through the quarter of the Scla- 
vonians, — a region of ill repute," said the Orsino. " If you 
value your life, my lord, whatever name you may bear, and 
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irtutaver may be your bnabesB in Qds most holy city, yon 
win abstain from ever again visitiiig this spot at night. See, 
yonder lies the conventi " and he pointed in the direction of 
the Trastevere, where the walls <d the convent of Santa Blaria 
rose wbite in the moonlight. 

" Ever since the Dute of Gandia's death," the Ondno con- 
tinued, " these regions have been watched. Had you met 
some belated rambler and heedlessly Questioned him on 
forbidden matters, you mi^t not han Uved to hear the 
answer." 

Alfonso InvoluntaiUy gasped. 

" Then there are those who hnow? " 

The Orslno shrugged his shoulden, then with a "<—">"£ 
g^ce he replied: 

" In yonder convent Donna Luciezia stayed irtille the 
divorce process ms pending against the lord of Pesaro. 
Behind that convent a lane bordered by low ill-favored houses 
leads down to the Tiber. In that lane the Duke of Gandia 
met his mysterious death, while returning from an equally 
mysterious visit to his beautiful sister. Deem you not, 
according to the accepted code of propriety, the midni{^t 
hour rather late for a brotherly call at a convent? " 

Alfonso's features had grown hard during fbe Ocslno's 
speech. But be controlled himself sufficiently to Ignore the 
infamous insinuations. 

" One confidence, my lord Oislno, deserves another," he 
said after a pause. " My name matters little to my business. 
But I was the friend of Francesco, the Pontiff's eldest son. 
The tidings of his death filled my heart witii inexpressible 
grief. Together we had studied at Padua, together we had 
spent those unforgettable days of youth. I came to Rome to 
trace the rumors of his foul death, even to the person of his 
slayer. For the fulfilment of this self-imposed pledge I 
require proofs, — proofs irrefutable of the manner of Fran- 
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ceeco's death, — proofe also of his whispered infatuation 
for his fair sister and the object of his midnight visit at Santa 
Maria in Trastevere, after he left the feast of Signraa Vanozza, 
who, I am informed, did not weep as copiously for the loss 
of her first bom as is customary among normally constituted 
mothers." 

The Oisiiio shrugged his shoulders. 

" Perhaps she dared not. But, — to return to the object 
of your mission: deem you that your gold will accomplish 
more than Cesare Borgia's steel? There are those who say 
he boldly admitted the deed to his sire. Yet, there were 
no witnesses at the meeting between sire and son, when 
Francesco's corpse had been washed ashore at Castel San 
Angelo. But, admitting the possibility of obtaining all the 
proofs you require, how will you leam the true facts of Gan- 
dia's relations with Donna Lucrezia, his sister, he being dead, 
and she — " 

Bb paused, breaking into a bitter laugh which ended in 
a scornful gesture. 

" Who will enlighten you on that point, my lord, — who 
will enlighten you? " 

Alfonzo breathed hard. 

The truth of the Oisino's speech was but too obvious. 

" Such frequent visits could not long remain a secret," 
replied Alfonso, " the less so when we consider the exalted 
station of Alexander's daughter. Surely there must be some 
one in that convent, who suspected, — who bnows — " 

" And dares not speak," interposed the Orsino. ** They 
are all bribed to silence, all, from the porter to the Sister 
Superiorl " 

" Even silence may confirm," exclaimed Alfonso. " The 
unspoten word Is c^ten most eloquent. And the master 
hey I carry shall unlock even the gates of silence." 

" Your key will but tmlock the gate to perdition," replied 
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the Ondno. " Not even the supreme Pontifi has daied to 
push his iavesti^tioiiB beyond the Leonine walls. Look 
yonderl See how desolate the regionl Is it not an ideal 
spot where to forever silence a too importune iritnesB and 
cast his carcass to the fishes? " 

Alfonso's gaze wandered in the direction pointed out by 
the other. The region was bathed in the light of the moon, 
which had passed the zenith. The silence was intense. The 
breeze had died. Not a leaf stirred on tree or underbrush. 

" One possessed of an imaginative turn of mind might 
easily picture to himself yonder ruins, witneesiiig the guilty 
embraces of the two chief actors in this dismal tragedy, 
which came here to an equally dismal dose," the Orsino 
continued after a brief pause. " Matter enough for medita- 
tion for him, whose the avenging steel." 

" The caverns of the Isis temple might reveal many a 
mystery, if Atones could speak," replied Alfonso, staring 
straight before him dovrn the moonlit, solitary road. Then 
he added: 

" How convenient it lies to the convent. The tall weeds 
and underbrush would furnish ample security, — and the 
evil fame of the region." 

The Orsino nodded. 

" And it is here, if you would probe into the manner of 
Ftancesco's death, where your inquiries must begin and 
end." 

" No hour lite the present. Will you come? " 

" To the temple of Isis, — at this hour? *' replied the 
Orsino. " Not all fbe stolen wealth stored in the Patrimony 
(tf St. Peter should bribe me to set foot on yonder accursed 
soiL But perhaps I may yet be of some service to you, in 
return for your timely aid on the ni^t we met To this end, 
I ask what attracted you, a stranger in Rome, to that portion 
of the Vatican called the Tor di Borg^? ** 
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" Call it chance, — intuition, if you wilL I Btrajwd into 
that ill-famed place, following a prompting not my own." 

" There are chambers in the Tor dl Borgia," the Orsino 
said slowly, as one reciting some event from memory, " whose 
splendor and magnificence are only equalled by the orgies 
that nightly defile them. There are the chambers that 
witnessed the death of the Prince of Squillace; there are the 
chambers where the young Prince of Salerno was hurled from 
the soft embraces of love to a swift and terrible doom. There 
are the chambers inhabited by Donna Lucrezia, and there 
are — " 

He paused suddenly, falling into a deep rumination; during 
which the olive tints <^ his countenance seemed to fade to 
ashen hues in the pale light of the declining moon. 

Alfonso had listened to the speech of the Orsino with a 
mixture of trepidation and resentment; ito strange import 
dwelling on tbe borderland of truth and fable, which none 
but the foot of the initiated might trangress. His unfailing 
intuition had long supplied to him the trend of the Orsino's 
unspoken words and he was loth to break the ominous 
silence. 

At last his companion seemed to have suffidentiy recovered 
himself to revert to the topic he had himself Introduced. 

" If I have rightiy interpreted your unspoken desires, an 
exploration of the secrets of the Vatican might chime well 
with your purposes in Rome. Would you accept my service 
in tills, in part to repay the debt that I owe you? " 

" Dare you enter the Vatican? " Alfonso exclaimed aghast. 

" There are m<»8 ways than one of entering," the Orsino 
returned. " Leave that to mel" 

Alfonso's filings at this thrice welcome offer deprived him 
of speech. But the memcvy of the other's plight restrained 
his acceptance. 

" Gladly would I avail myself of your offer, my lord Orsino, 
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weie it but the peril of the adventure we should have to 
face. But the penalty, should you be recognized — " 

A disparaging gesture interrupted the Hospitaller. 

" Deem you I would deliberately place my neck in the 
Borgia's noose? Not that I value this life, — but I have an 
account to setQe that I would not willingly forego. For 
those familar wifii the Vatican, the chances of discovery 
are remote. On the night of the next full moon, — two hours 
after sunset, — I shall wait for you in the ruins of the Coli- 
seum." 

The Orslno extended his hand, which Alfonso eagerly 
grasped. 

" On the idght of the full moon, — two hours after sunset, 
— in the ruins ot the Coliseum," he said. " How am I to 
thank you, my lord Onino, for Ihis great service? ** 

" Reserve your thanks until after the night of the fuU 
moon," the Orslno replied, witii a melancholy smile. " I 
wish you happy dreams and a merry awakening." 

At the steps of the Piazza Sforza they parted; the Orslno 
entering a narrow lane leading towards the Aventine, while 
wrapt in deep ruminations Alfonso took the direction of the 
Fttfum. 
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CHAPTER VI 

SIRS AMD BON 

HE following day was spent 
by Alfonso in an apparently 
aimless ramble through the in- 
tricadescrfBor^anRome. Yet 
he was filled with eager expec- 
tancy of the evening houis, 
when, he had been informed, 
the meeting between father 
and son was to take place, and 
which he had resolved toattend 
despite Bembo's protestation. 
At lut Caitel San Angelo had lapsed into darkness. In 
ntorn the whole Vatican ascent was one blaze of light. 
The Immense extent of the illumination revealed the Vatican 
Boi^, resembling rather a conglomeration of palaces of 
•trange and varying arcliitecture, pile upon pile, pillars and 
towen, terraces, balconies and domes, clustered among 
■tately cypress groves and fragrant gardens, all glistening 
with innumerable lamps whose beams were softened by the 
white splendor of the higher rising moon. 

The light from the lamps was reflected back by the glitter- 
ing arms of the Pontiff's Spanish guards, and the various 
ensigns of the great houses were distinctly visible. The 
flaming torch of the Modicas rose side by side with the eagle 
and griffin of Borghese; the six lilies of Famese trembled 
In the breeze near Colleone's two-headed lion; in the back- 
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ground was drawn up a solid body of cavalry, OYer whom 
floated the standard of the Borgia: the bloody Apis, protect- 
ing divinity of Alexander VL 

Resolved to witness the meeting between siie and son, 
but keeping as much as possible in the rear of the gorgeoos 
train of prelates and nobles, Alfonso of Ferrara had joined 
the line of Cesare's procession, which was now pouring into 
the portals of the Vatican, and had easQy been admitted as 
part of it. The procession entered the Sala Regia almost 
at the same time when, from a magnificent staircase at the 
other extremity, the Pontiff descended. The spectatonmi^t 
have thought that the officials already assembled in the 
great hall would have exhausted the pontifical court. Yet 
a long array of gilded offlceis, pUgrims of Dlustrions rank, 
lay and clerical, prelates from remote lands, princes, abbots, 
grand-masters of the chief European orders of knli^thood, 
monks, pages, guardsmen, continued to pour down the staiit 
In attendance upon the Pontiff. 

Alfonso's anxiety to again behold the Pontiff was great, 
but he 80 carefully chose his station amimg the crowds that 
his dark plume soaring above their heads alone revealed Us 
presence. 

It needed not the gorgeous pontifical robes stiff with gems, 
nor the blazing triple tiara of the Pontifex Maximus of 
Christendom; It needed not the glittering slippers wrought 
with the cross in rubies, nor the canopy of cloth of gold borne 
over his head, to distinguish the person of Rodiigo Borgia, 

JllATain1»r VI. 

Be Stood among the assembly with the majesty of Jnpiter, 
his great stature, his fine and noble features, his despotism and 
his irascibility not ill-suited to the other characteristiGS of 
the s(Mi of Satumtts. A closer approach dissipated noflilng 
of his grandeur of peiBon. Seventy years of exlstenoe leave 
indelible traces; but when fbo turbulent career of Alosuder 
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is considered, his experience of almost all the varieties ot 
fortune and conditions <rf life, of grief, of joy, of teiror, of 
triumph, struggle and victory, the adamantine quality of 
his soul appeared, which could support that weight of years 
with so unbending a majesty. 

The personages of Cesaie's procession had halted instantly 
upon perceiving the train of the pontiff, and emerging from 
their opening ranks, the duke strode up the passage thus 
cleared for him, leading Paolo Orsino familiarly by the arm. 
Cesare looted very pale, but his eyes guttered as with sup- 
pressed excitement, and his manner was so nervously vivar 
dous that it formed a great contrast to the austere and im- 
movable majesty of the Pontiff. The most skilful observer 
might have been foiled by the marvelloas combination of 
light and shade revealed on the PontitTs countenance. Sorrow 
and pride, suspicion and tenderness, the love of a father 
coupled with the doubts and fears of a sovereign receiving 
the homage of so formidable a subject — all these seemed to 
struggle for the mastery. , 

Three golden cushions, placed by Burhhardt at prescribed 
intervals, the last at some distance from the stairs, marked 
the spots where the duke was to pay his kneeling homage. 
He performed the ceremonial hastily, and, when he reached 
the last cushion, the dean raised his wand and in a loud voice 
demanded silence, for there was a great buzz of voices and 
tramping of feet. A hundred ushers echoed the cry and 
there was silence. 

It was observed that Cesare, usually so glib of speech, 
slightly hesitated, for he was now expected to offer his thanks. 
But, with his usual judgment, be spote to the Pontiff in 
Spanish, an Idiom always pleasant to his ears, being that of 
his native land. 

There was a moment's profound silence, then the Pontiff 
replied in the same language, not without some emotion in 
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bis tone, which touched many present, and it was with a 
livid glance at the Orsino that Cesare advanced to kiss the 
cross on the Pontiff's feet. The honor of kissing his cheek, 
usually reserved for sovereigns and the membeis of the 
sacied college, was also granted to the duke. 

Rising, Cesare beckoned to the Oisino to advance, and 
said, with a keen glance at his siie: 

" None in this presence, Holy Father, need now feel the 
stiag of your reproach for the nnfiUal conduct of others. 
My lord Paolo Oisino, fresh from his misliap, brings to your 
throne the submission and devotion of the chief rebelsl " 

The young nobleman advanced and knelt at Alexander's 
feet, who, to the great scandal of the master of ceremonies, 
instantly raised him end kissed both his cheeks. 

" Welcome, thrice welcome out of the jaws of Scylla and 
Charybdia, beloved soqI " he said, with a warmth which 
could scarcely have been feigned. " Know you not, that we 
were about to draw the sword of St. Peter to rush ourselves 
to your rescue? It were not the first time that we have worn 
armor, God aaA Our Lady wot well, — and the infidel Moors 
of Granadal " 

The Oisino replied with the profound humility and gratitude 
due to so gracious a speech, and everything seemed to go 
well when the eye of Cesare lighted on the person <tf Measer 
Bembo of Feirara, who had inadvertently chosen a rather 
conspicuous spot for his observations. 

" There is, Holy Father," Cesare said with studied slow- 
ness, " among us an envoy from Feiiara. Perchance he has 
some commission for your Holiness* ear," he concluded with 
some empbaus and a quick glance at the Orsino. 

" From Feiraral " exclaimed the Pontiff, " I think, — 

remembering that all his cities and lands have been assumed 

from the Holy See, — the duke might have honored us 

with a special embassy on this occa^on." 
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" Most Holy Father," stammered Bembo, somewhat d]»- 
concerted, " my master's duties to your Holiness are so well 
remembered by him that to protest his sincerity would lay 
him open to suspicion. Therefore I am only here to petf<am 
my devotion at the JubUee." 

" Messer Bembo, you are a poet and an Italian, — I am 
a simple man, and a native of Aragon," replied Alexander 
sharply, for in common with the other descendants of the 
warlite barbarians of the north, he entertained a profound 
contempt for the Italians. 

" I, also, Holy Father, am three parts Italian," said Cesare, 
turning with a dexterous move, to his own favor, the general, 
though silent resentment of the Italians at his father's con- 
temptuous speech. 

The Pontiff smiled. 

II ^y — jgy ggQ^ — g Rooum I " lio sald, still with a tinge 
of contempt. " But we heard that the lord of Citta di Castello 
is with you: where is he now? " 

" He came with a thousand tanzknechts to share your 
paternal absolution," replied Cesare significantly. " They 
were the cause of my placing my own men in Castel San 
Angelo, vrithdrawing your Swiss, that they might return for 
the immediate and personal protection of the Holy Father in 
the Vatican." 

"Say you so?" exclaimed Alexander, with strong and 
evidently unpleasant surprise. " Where is Pflinger? " 

" I have broken the slave! He was one of the plunderers 
of the bandy-leg's army, — of Sng Charlee of France, I 
should say," said the duke hastily. 

" Then, my son, you know not that we have granted him 
and his followers plenary remission for their past offences? 
Is it not so, Burkliardt? " said the Pontiff, turning to the 
Datary. 

" And moreover your Holiness was pleased to remit them 
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the expenses of the bull," replied that dignitary in a grave 
and disapproving tone. 

" It is perchance as well that it happened, — Castel San 
Angelo should be in safe hands at this season," said the duto 
with a significant ^ance. " And, consideiing the strange 
words spoken hj the lord of Citta di Castello in the camp 
before Faenza, he is as well lodged on the other side of the 
river." 

" It was his passion, Holy Father, he being drunk from the 
thick vrine of that country," said the Duke of Cravina apolo- 
getically. 

" The lords Orsini are indeed fair vritnesses, for they were 
all pieseot when he announced his good intention of thrusting 
your Holiness from the chair of St. Peter," said Cesare in a 
mild and interceding tone. 

" Tour Holiness was once a soldier and knows how the 
blood maddens in triumph," said Paolo with a mixture of 
humility and pride. 

" Triumphl " thundered the Pontiff. " Triumph, in a 
field against the majesty of Heaven and our ownt Tet we 
distingoishl Rebellion with the Orsini is a disease, — a 
healthful enrdse with the Vitellit Let it pass! And now, 
my son, hasten to the shrine of St. Peter, where the Peni- 
tentiarius will hear your confession and receive your offering." 

The duke bowed with a smile of mock deference to the 
wishes of the Pontiff, who then raised his arms and uttered 
a benediction. Hie whole assembly knelt, and Alexander 
passed from the hall of audience follovred by the duke and his 
immediate attendants. 

The pontifical court dissolved as swiftly as the colored 
clouds at sunset, and the Hospitaller watched the departure 
<A the Orsiiu before he left the palace. Then he, too, hastened 
out, as be imagined, unobserved, when he felt his arm respect^ 
folly touched and found himself face to face with Bembo. 
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" My lord, the Orsiiii desire your presence io their palace, 
and have entrusted to me the task to secure you," said the 
canon breathlessly. 

" The Orsinil " 

*■ It is known we are both from Ferrara," Bembo replied 
with a mixture of humility and apologetic pride in his own 
importance. 

" I do not intend to accept their hospitality," replied 
Alfonso. " Tou know I have an errand, — a vow, — in Uiis 
city, which is not likely to be fulfilled in the palace of the 
betrothed of Luciezia Borgia. Tell them that I am fulfilling 
a sacred obligation of my order. But to you, I say, I will 
drink the wine of no man, who might be — whom the ignorant 
world might call — my enemy, my rival." 

" Not go to the Oisini palace where ire would be so royally 
entertained? " said the canon ruefully. 

" Nay, I mean not to take you from your fleshpots, Pietro," 
said Alfonso with a smile; *' the lees so since your presence 
there will serve as a blind for my own course of action. But 
you may see me at your pleasure, for I intend to remain where 
I have pitched my tent." 

" Then your highness' prejudices are in no wise shaken? " 
said the canon, disappointment in his tone. 

" On the contrary," said the prince. " What I have heard 
is but the heavier confirmation." 

" But my lord," protested the canon, " I have been charged 
by the venerable duke, your father, not to lose sight of yon, 
even for a moment. Where you go, there I go, — where you 
live, there I live." 

" Are you dealing with a cliild or a man, Messer Bembo? ** 
Alfonso replied sternly. " Refuse the Orsinl if you will, 
but we may not shelter together, for already, I note, you are 
suspected of being an envoy from my father. You have my 
command, which it is your duty to obey, and not to discuss. 

64 



D,j,i,i.aL, Google 



SIRE AND SON 

And 80| good ni^t, Messer Pietrol I am not angry with you, 
but would be alone 1 " 

Alfonso having expressed his lack of desire for companloii- 
shlp, they parted, and Eembo, mineling with the crowds* 
was soon lost to sight 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE FOUNTAIN OF TREVI 

T was only by d^nes that 
Alfonso's thoughts reverted 
to the present and to the 
exigencies of the hour. It 
was late. Tet a bright moon 
Boaied high in the cloudless 
heavens and the serene beauty 
of the summer night exer- 
cised a fascination over his 

mind, encompassing ln'm with 

iti mysteries of shape and light, indefinably intermingling 
In the BtUlness of a dream. 

FMIing that sleep would not come to him in his present 
frame of mind, Alfonso continued at random upon his way, 
ramljling through an intricate labyrinth of streets and alleys. 
The moonlight threw slanting shadows down narrow lanes, 
stabbing shafts of golden light into dark and ^oomy doorways. 
Beyond, the frowning masonry of Castel San Angelo rose 
towering into the night; the narrow windows of its upper 
galleries dotted with moving lights, wandering hither and 
thither Uke reetless wiU-o'-the-wisps in a haunted forest. 

The scene Alfonso had just witnessed in the Vatican, the 
meeting between the Pontiff and his terrible son, had afforded 
him new food for reflection, and had, for the first time, con- 
fronted him with the forces that he would find arrayed 
against himself. While divided on questions of personal 
aggrandizement, he instinctively felt that they would stand 
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as one against any one inimical to th« Bo^ia role and 

name. 

His purpose and his attitude once revealed, they would 
pause at nothing short of his destruction for to maintain their 
own prestige in the gathering tempest they dared not tem- 
porize, but must relentlessly sacrifice and destroy any and all 
who, by word or deed, might fan the smouldering spark 
of discontentment into disastrous conflagration. Having 
thus dispelled the lost illusioo with regard to the character 
of his mortal enemies, Alfonso now desired nothing more 
fervently than to be brou^t face to face with the woman, 
who was the direct cause of this detested expedition; the 
woman whose crimes he was resolved to fathom, and to 
hold up to the gaze of a shuddering humanity, while he tore 
the mask of holiness from her detested sire and revealed the 
monster beneath the cloak of the Pontiff. 

Oblivious of time and distance, in the thrall of his dark 
thoughts, which pointed do egress from this intricate tangle, 
no solution of the question where he must start his inquiries 
into the dimes imputed to Lucrezia, and the extent of the 
Pontiffs and Cesare's guilt, Alfonso had wsndered through 
the Piazza of the Holy Apostles and soon emerged on Trajan's 
Forum. The magic of tiie Eternal City had woven Its spell 
around him and compelled him onward. For a moment his 
gaze rested on the massive structure of the Colonna palace, 
and, as it did so, a strange feeling of awe and oppression came 
over him. Seemingly desolate and deserted the vast pile 
reposed in the moonlight. The mi^ty barons, the staunch 
upholders of the imperial principle during the most critical 
stages in the history of the city, exiled from their halls, ez- 
communicated, disgraced; tbelr mortal enemies, the Oisini, 
triumphant In their alliance with the church. All their wealth, 
on their prestige and power had availed Uie Colonna nothing 
in the unequal strugg^ against the Borgia's greed and treacb- 
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ary; vithln the very walls of tiwir palace Ce8an*8 bride bad 
taken up her abode, guarded and surrounded by the PontifPa 
Spanish guards. 

The moonlight gleamed over the sombre front of old 
Fabrizio Colonna's stronghold, revealing the clumsy archi- 
tectural ornaments of its cornice and Gothic portals as veil 
as the iroQ-barred basement windovs, that gave such a 
prisoD-lite aspect to the structure. Beyond, a cobbler was 
just closing up his little shop, a wine-vender's lantern flared 
up in the soft breeze, and a homeless dog barked as obetieper- 
ously as if it were the self-appointed guardian of the precincts. 

Alfonso had gone on but a little way when the narrow 
street opened on to a Piazza. The air was filled with the noise 
of falling waters, the cause of which was not at first apparent, 
thou|^ it seemed close at hand. The murmur increased as 
Alfonso proceeded and, in a few moments, be found himself 
before the Fountain of Trevi, which draws its precious irater 
from a source far beyond the walls; the fountain reputed 
to heal twelve disorders and of which goes the tradition, that 
he who drinks of its water, must return evermore to Rome. 

The fountain was still in its state of natural preservation, 
ere some sculptor of the school of Bernini had gone mad In 
marble decoration and bas-relie&, gazing out of which we 
to-day behold Agrippa's legendary Virgin and several of the 
allegoric sisterhood. At the time of which we write, the water 
fell over a central precipice in a semicircular cascade; from 
a hundred crevices snowy jets gushed forth, falling in glisten- 
ing spray among broten heape of rock, while other rivulets, 
running wild, came leaping from one rude step to anotber, 
over stones mossy and green with sedge, playing at hide and 
seek with the shadows in the moonlight. 

Lured on by the soothing murmur of the waters, Alfonso ap- 

proaclied the fountain and peered into the irregular basin. The 

moonlight fell in directly behind him and filled the gUstening 

68 



Digitized by Google 



THE FOUNTAIN OF TREVI 

pool 8t his feet with tremulous, palpable light. At first, owing 
to the angle at which he was leaning, no teflected image 
appeared. The moon instead flung Alfonso's shadow at the 
bottom of the basin, but with it, another. The shadows were 
black and dense and seemed to have sunk by their own sheer 
weight. 

Staggered at the phenomenon, Alfonso drew back and 
gazed about. The spot was apparently deserted; not a 
human being was to be seen. The night wind rustled in the 
branches of the cypress trees, which then guarded the fountain 
like silent wardens of the past. Once more Alfonso advanced 
to its rim, and, bending over, peered into the water, when 
beside his own reflected image there appeared another, — 
that of a woman. Owing to the tremulous quiver of the water 
Uttle more than a witch-lite face was visible, a face whose 
features even in this blurred mirror revealed an exquisite 
delicacy of contour. 

Hardly trusting his senses, questioning himself if he were 
the victim of some strange hallucination, or if some jeer 
of the fiend had caused the vision to appear in the fountain, 
he drew back so swiftly that the sheer violence of his effort 
almost caused him to lose his foothold. But what he saw, 
held him motionless, spell-boimd. Was he confronted with 
the iUuBiTe vision of a dream, which mocked his waking 
senses, or was it the shade of some goddess of the antique 
world haunting the spot once consecrated to her rites? 

She stood apart from him by an arm's length, slender, tall 
and exquisitely proportioned. A dark mantle enveloped 
her from head to foot, heightening the snowy whiteness of 
the rounded throat and arms. In her hand she held a prystal 
goblet, which she had just filled with water from the fountain, 
and which, with a smile, she offered to Alfonso, whose gaze 
rested upon the apparition with undisguised delight. 

Her beauty seemed to get in the beholder's consciousness 
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and memory never mon to be shut out, holding the inner 
realm as conquered territory without deigning to make 
itself at home. Her , complexion had no roseate bloom, 
neither was it pale; the violet eyes held an unfathomed 
depth. Bet tun-golden hair, of the tint which Titian liad 
given his Venetian women, was tied in a Grecian knot; the 
small mouth with its crimson lips, thirstQy ajar, the fine 
quivraing nostrils, the exquisitely arched eyebrows, gave her 
the semblance <d a s^phide, rattier than a women of 
clay. 

" Will you join me in a quafi of the waters of Tievi? '* 
she addressed Alfonso in a sportive mood. 

His whole being was enthralled by the richness of her voice, 
which seemed to vibrate tlirou^ the remotest recesses of his 
souL 

Daxzled by the white hand, that offered him the crystal 
cup, Alfonso stammered confusedly: 

*' If I have unwittingly intruded upon the Divinity of tlie 
Fountain, let not my punishment be too severe. I was lured 
hittier by its melodious murmur, soothing as the song of a 
Bummer night." 

** His punishment shall be light, since Uie offender repents! " 
she replied with a smUe. 

" Nay, but you mistake, Madonnal The offender is 
nnrepentant! " 

** Flaunting Ids wickedness in ttie very face of tlte god- 
dessl " she laughed, withdrawing tlie goblet. " In that event 
it Is decreed that straightway and without circumvention 
lie shall answer one question. There are divinities of the 
upper and of the nether splieres. — Am I of light or of dark- 
ness? Ponder well ere you speaki The spirits of Trevl am 
listening! '* 

She drew back her head. 

The moonbeams kissed her face, tier violet eyes, Uien as 
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she slightly shifted, spun with caressing touch a golden halo 
round her head. 

" Light can but emanate from lightl " Alfonso replied* 
lost in the contemplation of her beauty, which caused a great 
hearlness to fall upon his heart. 

" In your words lies your pardoni " she said, as their eyes 
met " After all, I fear that it was I who intruded upon your 
midnight reveries. My evil shadow betrayed me, as I was 
about to withdraw." 

*' Tour shadow, Madonna, was a better friend to you than 
you are to yourself I " Alfonso replied with undisguised 
admiration in his tone. 

" You speak the language of courts despite your holy 
garb," she replied, with a smile. 

" I am not entirely a stranger to their sphere." 

She regarded him intently. 

Their eyes met for the second time. 

Again she offered him the goblet. 

" Will you not drink, since you have propitiated the 
divinity? " 

Alfonso took the proffered cup. As he did so he touched 
the velvet skin of her band. A tremor ran through his 
frame. 

" What miraculous draught is this, which causes you to 
risk so much for so little? " he said, raising the crystal goblet 
80 that it reflected in iridescent prisms the light of the 
moon. 

She regarded him with a puzzled look. 

" Tou seem alone, Madonna, alone, at night, in the Rome 
oi the Borgial " 

He saw her start. 

** Is the risk so great? " 

" The risk is greati " he affirmed. 

** And I knew not! " she replied with suppressed mirth. 
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" Yet In Rome I lian lived almost since I have been old 
enough to tUnk. Tou are but lately arrived? " 

"On tbe Eve ot St Johnt" 

"On the Eire of St. JohnI" 

" An unpropltious hourl " he said, thtnUng of his business. 

" A most propitious hour," she smiled, " It points to the 
fulfilment of your vowsl *' 

She pointed to his garb. 

" You are on a pilgrimage, no doubt; — but the question 
is not fair. We are not treating on equal terms! Will you 
not drink? " 

Alfonso raised the goblet to his lips, when a sudden dark 
thought seemed to strike him and his arm fell 

" What is the spell? " he said, regarding her intently. 

She was far from unconscious of the impression her beauty 
hod made upon him. The incongruity between his garb 
and his manners, the incongruity of the whole situation 
seemed to affect her mirthfully. 

" Tbe waters of Trevi," she said, " axe a cure for many 
ills, some of the body, — some of tbe soul, — some of the 
mind. But they possess yet another charm which endears 
them to an who love Rome — " 

He interrupted her with some asperity. 

" To all who love Rome? " 

** To all who love Rome," she continued calmly. " Who- 
soever on leaving the city quaffs the waters at Trevi — 
must evermore return, so it is decreed! " 

" Must evermore return, — so it is decreed! " he repeated 
as in a dream. 

His sudden abstraction remained not unremarked. 

" Is It not beautiful? " she said in a tone that seemed a 
strange compound of interest and mockery. 

" Madonna, up to tbe present hour I cursed the day when 
I set eyes on Rome." 

72 



Digitized by Google 



THE FOUNTAIN OF TREVI 

She smiled, not tinconsdous of the compliment. 

" It is your garb, — Impervious to the sunt " 

" Hy garb Is held accountable for much! " 

Again she pointed to the goblet 

" And now? " 

He raised it with trembling band. 

" I diink, Madonna! " 

There was a silence. 

Again their bands touched as he letutned the crystal 
cup. 

Again the tremor pervaded his whole being. 

As he gazed upon her, a blurred halo seemed to envelop 
her is the luminous moon-mists. She seemed a being apart 
from him, descended from some sphere beyond the sky. 

'* Tou have quaffed the waters of Trevi," she said, smiling 
upon him from the depths of her violet eyes. " Rome claims 
you her own I " 

She pointed to the adjtHnlng grove. Alfonso's gaze fol- 
lowed heis. Its shady depths seemed as if set at intervals 
with blazing torches, held by spirit bands, which appeared 
and disappeared in fantastic evolution. 

" The &es of St. John! " she smiled; " your vow is re- 
corded! " 

Ere Alfonso, fascinated and diverted by this spectacle, 
could reply, she had passed under the trees; and when he 
turned with a quick impulse to follow her, his steps were 
arrested by moving shadows in the grove. With the light, 
graceful sweep of a goddess she traversed the intervening 
space; and now Alfonso saw her enter a litter, saw it raised 
and borne aloft by four Africans in the livery of some noble 
Ronutn bouse. Vainly be endeavored to gain a glimpse of 
crest and escutcheon. The litter was followed by a score of 
attendants, carrying torches, a circumstance which removed 
from Alfonso's mind the last doubte as to the quality of her 
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iHio bad spoken words to lUm of so singnlar and strange 
an import 

Retracing his steps, be lived over, word for word, stage for 
stage, the mngrlur adventure. He was filled with a strange 
mis^ving. Had his own conduct been entirely free from the 
implication which her words and actions had inspired? Had 
be sufficiently guarded his speech not to fall under the ban 
of that greatest of sll punishments — ridicule? Had be 
sufficiently maintained the dignity of his garb, not to fall 
under the suspicioQ of frivolouBuess? As he questioned him- 
self on these points, Alfonso was conBtrained to reply thnm^i- 
out in the negative. Even the prestige (rf bis birth and bis 
severe training had not prevented him from succumbing 
to the spells of this siren, the more dangerous for their subtle- 
ness. 'Vl^th every moment the desire to learn her identity, 
to again meet her face to face, in order to set tight any false 
impressions she might have conceived with regard to bimsdf 
increased. Tet something told him that they would meet 
again. Beauty Uks that could not remain concealed, even 
in Rome. 

But what would be the result if again they met? Would 
she remember the night at the Fountain of Trevl? Or would 
she pass him as one passes a stranger? Had she mocked 
him with mirth and banter or had a more serious purpose 
vibrated through it all? He dared not think of it. Un- 
doubtedly be was bewitched. 

When some time after midnight Alfonso re-entered tbe 
Silver Hedgehog, far from finding the great guest chamber 
deserted, he was staggered at the sight which met bis 
eyes. 

Round a table, engaged in animated discourse, there sat 

a rotund violent little monli and his long lean companion of 

uncertain age and antecedents, both, as he subsequently 

learned, neiriy arrived from beyond the Alps, whUe Bembo, 
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whom he believed to be peacefully asleep on Monte Giordano 
in the Orsini palace, was gesticulating and vociferating as if 
determined to win the palm of the contest 

The subject of their discourse seemed to concern ibe 
question, whether the Pontiff was Antichrist in very truth, 
the rotund friar maintaining it was the father, wliile his lean 
companion held it was the son, and Bembo stoutly denied 
both. 

Thereupon the rotund monk blew the froth from his lips 
into his companion's face and cited St. John Cbrysostomus: 

" ' Who is this? la he Satan? — By no means, but one 
who shall have inherited Satan's power, — for in him are 
two beings, — one human, — one devilish.' " 

Thereat his lean companion grew very wroth. 

" What says Ephraim of Syria? " lie shriehed in a pierciiig 
falsetto. " The devil shall seduce a virgin of the tribe of 
Dan — and she shall conceive and bring forth — " 

" And he shall be the son of a virgin," roared the rotund 
monk, blinking out (^ watery half-shut eyes, — " the which 
can never be said of Cesarel " 

And, defiantly he glided under the table, and his snoring 
soon formed a suitable accompaniment to the ensuing con- 
troversy. 

For, turning to ibe survivor, Bembo suddenly desired to 
be informed, if one might platonically love a lady without 
a front tooth, having read much for and against, while trying 
to solve the problem. 

This the lean friar invtested to be a very delicate subject, 
in support whereof he began to cite the facers of the church 
and many other authorities, never heretofore credited with 
having given much consideration to so important a question. 

Alfonso listened for some time absently to their gibberish, 
then he tuned on his heels and sought the privacy of his 
duunber. But it was some time ere sleep would come to him, 
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and Tan Ehromy wondered gieady at the nature <tf the 
busiiiflss that might cause one to walk up and down untdd 
times within the nairow confioea of his chamber in the small 
hours of the nlj^t. 
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CHAPTER Vm 

PRINCE AND AMBASSADOR 

N a gloomy chamber of 

Castel Son Angelo, lighted 

only by a. high, baned window 

by day, and at night by a 

masslTe candelabrum, which 

tbrew all objects but those 

it touched Into deep shadow, 

Cesare Borgia, Duke of Ro- 

magna, paced restlessly up 

and down. In an arm-chair 

tat tiie ambassador from Florence, his head supported on 

his hand, and apparently so lost in meditation that he had 

become well nigh oblivious of the presence of his host, whose 

black velvet, trimmed with ottering jet ornaments, lent a 

singularly sinister expression to the pale countenance of 

the Duke of Romagna. 

" They have saved him indeed, — the deadliest snalre of 
the brood," he muttered half to himself, half to Machiavelli. 
" Never again will I start on an enterprise at this stage <rf 
tiie moon, for the blindest chance has foiled all wisdom and 
foresight" 

Machiavelli looked up at the speaker. 
** It is one ni my maxims, that 1^0 so intends to crush 
his enemies, should do so with one mngle stroke," he said 
Sloiriy. ** Never injure, save where you destroy, else yon 
sow but tlie dragon's teeth of your own destruction. There- 
fore until yon can extirpate the whole Orsini family, I would 
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not proTobe them by the destruction of one of its proudest 

members. Can you hope this catastrophe will be regarded 
without suspicion? " 

" It is another of your maxims, Niccolo, that whosoever 
would keep a newly acquired state must root out the whole 
race of the expelled prince," replied Cesare musii^y. " My 
power is but that of which I have deprived the feudatories 
of the Holy See." 

" Doubtless you are the destined instrument to exterminate 
the petty tyrants of Italy, and once more to restore her 
unity," said the Florentine. " It is also true, Paolo 
Oisino is one of the most powerful, nay, since the expul- 
sion of the Colonna, the most powerful of the rebels of 
the church. Still, I do not think the time opportune for 
his destruction." 

" Tou have a better brain to devise than heart to execute* 
Niccolo mio," replied Cesare with a contemptuous smile. 
" But you are ever my oracle, and something whispers to me, 
even now, that this, like all other mishape of my life, is work- 
ing to my good. I may yet need Paolo to play him against 
the proud coxcomb from Ferrara. What does this Bembo, 
beside cutting the air of Rome with his sharp nose? " 

" I, too, should like to discover his mission," returned the 
ambassador from Florence. 

" And I wish I could discover Iiim who warned the Ordno 
to turn back ere he fell into the trap laid for him." 

" Surely bandits are not in the habit of making a confidant 
of the Holy Father," Machiavelli replied, sardonically. 

" I understand it was a monk. In truth, I know not what 
to think of the matter. My sister's confessor is a Dominican." 

" The famous father, Bruno Lanfranchi, the disciple of 
Savonarola," replied Machiavelli. " But wlierefore should 
your sister — " 

** Ayl The insolent monk whose revUings should long since 
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have obtained for him the punishment of having his tongue 
torn out by the roots, but for Lucrezia's folly," replied Cesaie 
fiercely. *' But his time will cornel " 

*' Paolo pronounced the monk bis guardian angel, sent to 
him in that disguise by his patroness. Our Lady of Santa 
Maria Maggiore, to whom he vowed three score torches of 
Turkish ambergris at Candlemas." 

" Of Santa Maria Maggiore," muttered Cesare. " No 
doubt because Our Lady's portrait so closely resembles that 
of bis beautiful mistress." 

" Even so, for I bear that the incomparable masterpiece 
of Leonardo da Vinci was painted after the likeness of your 
mother, Stgnora Vanozza," Niccolo replied, while Cesare's 
frame vibrated as with some jarring association of ideas. 

" Do you notice, — did you ever notice, my best ITlccolo, 
how little I resemble either the Virgin at Santa Maria Mag- 
^ore, my mother, or the Vicar of Christ, my father? " Cesare 
said, in a strangely lurid tone. " Well, — I have heard it 
whispered, and I am half convinced of the truth myself, that 
I was exchanged in the cradle, for after all, his Holiness fears 
me much more than he loves me, and I have never had much 
brotherly affection for my kin, nor they for met By the rood 
of St. Peterl His Holiness as good as disovrned me when he 
made me a cardinal. I intend some day to question the 
hag who nursed me, — and, if it must be, in a way that will 
force the truth out of her, if it be anywhere in her withered 
old carcass." 

He spoln with a frffigiiinr vehemence, bordering on fury, 
as if stirred with the memory of some imaginary wrong. 
Messer Niccolo regarded him with a been, penetrating glance, 
but replied as If not laying too much stress on what he said: 

" I should think, my lord, it were but poor policy on your 
part to prove this rumor a fact, if rumor, indeed, it be." 

" Ton are mistaton, Niccolo, — for once you are mls- 
W 
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taken," returned Cesaie in a lower, but still excited tone. 
" By Heavenl I would rather be acknowledged at this hour 
the lawful heir of my old foster father Schievone's poverty, 
than remain the monstrous bastard of a priesti " 

" Is it posBiblel " exclaimed Machiavelli, gazing in- 
credulously at the speaker, as if questioning himself if remorse 
or shame could actually enter into that fiendish breast. But 
an idea, suggested by the dreadful reports afloat in Italy, 
occurred to him, and he continued with a subtle smile. 

" But you will not tempt or force your old foster mother 
to divulge the truth, till you are established in Italy as yourself, 
— not as the Borgia? " 

" Ay, brother of my soul, our thoughts are ever twin! " 
replied Cesare, yet with some displeasure in bis tone, as if 
vexed at the idea of another having read his mind. " I can 
bide nothing from you, even If I were so minded. Do yon 
believe In ghosts, Nlccolo? " Cesare, changing the subject, 
questioned abrupUy, pausing directly before the ambassador's 

** In ghosts? " Machiavelli repeated, struck with the 
suddenness of the question. 

** Whether in the flesh or out of it? " supplemented Cesare. 

" There is nofliing I do less beUeve in," replied Oe am- 
bassador. 

" But would you discredit the testimony of your own 
senses? "* 

" Had I believed ^ testimony of my own senses, I should 
have sent word to the Serene Seignory of Florence, that your 
grace was entering into a close alliance with the brother <^ 
Medici's nephew, — and that they should keep their draw^ 
bridges up beyond the Amo." 

" Neither of us can trust the othert We have but one 
alternative, to unite against some third, and my word for 
it, — the Venetians shall feel the earthquake first," replied 
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Cesaxe. " But to return to our former topic: is it not Lu- 
cretius who states that spirits represent the form they wore on 
earth? In that case, — should not a ghost preserve the exact 
lifeeneas of its former body? They are not like players, who 
can shift their garb at will behiad the black curtain, ha? — 
What say you? " 

" Pray, my lord, explain yourself more clearly to my dull 
comprehension," returned Messer Niccolo; yet the bright 
and piercing g^eam of his eye gave no evidence of intellectual 
hebetude. 

" I should say, for example," said Cesare, speaking slowly 
and is a tone of dark rumination, " I speak as the thought 
flashes through my mind, — if the ghost of the Duke of Gandla 
should take a fancy to appear one night to his sire, — what 
garb and what form were he likely to appear In? " 

" To his father? " replied Machiavellif without daring 
to trust his eyes to meet those whose fiery gaze he instinctively 
felt burning upon him. 

" Ay, to his fattier, who whines so often over the fate of his 
first-born, who was so good and so beautiful that all the women 
doted upon him, and people showered blessings upon him 
merely for tiis fair looks." 

" To tiis father," Machiavelli replied slowly. " Certainly 
not with all those dagger wounds on his body, the slime of 
the Tiber streaming from his long golden hair, which I have 
heard his Holiness fondly call his rays. Rather, — if it 
consulted the paternal taste, the spectre would appear as 
the blooming young Antinous he was on the day on which he 
was made Gonfalonier of the Church, when he wore the white 
velvet habit trimmed with rubies, and bestrode his snowy 
charger caparisoned with silver and pearls." 

" Which he suddenly reined in to salute his sister, Donna 
Lucrezia, — for I can scarcely call her mine," replied the duke 
darkly. " It was done with the clear purpose to affront me. 
8i 
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But)" he continued after a pause, revertiiig to the stntnge 
topic which he had himself introduced, as if it amused him, 
" supposing that Francesco donned his robes of state to visit 
his august sire, — he would surely shift them to appear to 
his murderer? " 

" I should conjecture that to him he would appear with the 
very look, garb and gesture, with which he expired under the 
monster's blows," replied Machiavelli with cynical indiffer- 
ence. " I should conjecture that bis countenance would 
reflect the horror, fear and despairing entreaty, which marked 
his last moments, his nin^ wounds panting out the crimson 
life blood of bis youth, his golden hair drenched and bedabbled 
wilii gore, his beautiful face blanched with the hues of death, 
— the very aspect of the sinless Abell " 

" Lamented by his sire and sister, — hat '* exclaimed the 
duke with a wild, scornful laugh. " Abel well merited his 
fate, though perchance not at the hands of Cain, if divines 
now^a-days are right But my poor brotherl AlasI What 
had he done to anger any one, he, whose fiery temper was as 
manageable as that of the higb-blooded steeds of Arabia, 
so docile to the rein, so resentful of the spur? " 

" He was indeed a most excellent youth," returned Ser 
Machiavelli. " Peace to his soul, if he had one. He has 
been long enough in Purgatory to bum out that worst offence 
he was guilty of, — a too lavish affection for that which 
I^to did not call the beautiful." 

" But when we consider that from his offence sprang his 
chastisement," interposed Cesare, with hypocritical suavity. 
"Some jealous husband, some revengeful lover no doubt 
met him on the night of that fatal fourteenth day of June." 

"Some maddened father, — or some irritated brotherl" 
said Machiavelli. " They told us in Florence, that at the 
feast, which your mother, Signora Vanozza, gave to yon on 
that day, — the day before your grace, then a cardinal, was 
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to depart for ITaples to aBsist at the coronation of King 
Don Federigo, — a masked stranger frequently applied to 
Bee the Duke of Gandia, and, having at length gained access, 
delivered to him a peifumed letter at the table. Whereupon, 
your brother, pleading some indisposition, withdrew, and 
your grace, having to complete your preparations for your 
journey, accompanied him." 

" We parted at the steps of the Palazzo' Sforza, 'tis all true 
enough," said the duke calmly. " And he, in his merry mood, 
insisted on my giving him absolution, being then a priest, 
for the offence he was about to commit in going to see the 
fairest woman in all the Patrimony of St. Peter. And I told 
him laughingly, that first he must do penance, so away he 
went, waving his hand and singing gaily. Perhaps he also 
wished to bid our sister Lucrezia good-night, for he took the 
direction of the convent, where she was staying until the 
divorce was pronotmced which severed her marriage with the 
lord of Pesaro." 

" And your grace never saw him again? " said Machlavelli 
suddenly, 

" Ifot until his corpse bad been drawn all streaming from 
fbt river near Castel San Angelo, and then once more, when 
he was buried in state, in his garb and armor as Gonfalonier. 
I was obliged to complete all the arrangements, for his father 
took no notice of anything, but loclred himself in his chambers 
and starved himself for tiiree days. And he would have 
starved himself to death but for Lncrezia's prayers, and the 
fact that he was getting very hungry. And ohi What vows 
of reformation he did makel But his Holiness is like Vesuvius, 
either belching forth flames or silent in snowl " 

"So It is, your gracel Tet surely you are the Titan 
whose throes will cause the mountain to heave," said Machla- 
velli. " But to revert to our pleasant surmises regarding the 
secrets of Orcus, — in what guise does your lordship imagine 
S3 
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that tbe spirit of your noble brother would appear to Us 
murderer? " 

" As a black shadow without voice, visage, color or fom," 
replied the Duke of Romagna, turning with so strange an 
expression on the ambassador, that, but for the perfect control 
of the diplomat, the latter must have started. " And, — 
lacking all these means of enforcing recognition, still he would 
be recognized. The murderer of the Pope's darling can be 
no coward; he might not fear the phantom, yet it would be 
more dreadful to him than the most terrifying apporitionl 
It would shake his soul with its silence more tban with the 
loudest imprecations, it would taunt him until he would rave 
and shriek and rush at it sword in hand, till he would laugh 
and gnash his teeth, knowing it to be but a darkness, a shadow, 
— but that it is there, — there, — there, — and will be there 
throughout etemityl " 

" I marvel little that you solace your vain revenge with 
such fearful hopes," replied the Florentine, " since the as- 
sassins have so long eluded all search that they shall hardly 
diead discovery on earth. What must be your feelings at the 
recollection of this foul deed; yon, who were his brother, yon, 
who played with him in childhood, growing op together 
lite two cypress trees, planted by the same hand in the same 
soUI" 

" Rather like two acorns, one of which, by the mere chance 
of sunlight, shoots up and dwarfs its lm>ther," returned Cesare 
bitteriy. " But let it pass! Ere I reach the goal <rf my career, 
I mean to fathom the secrets of the beyond 1 It is very sad 
indeed to think of it, — but, after all, the Dute of Gandla is 
better in heaven, and we have more room on earth. But , 
enoughl . . . What think you of Donna Luciezia's fifth 
betrothal? " 

" The proposed alliance with Fexrara? " 

** Or the Orsinil " Cesare replied sardonically. 
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" But your highness will not exercise any compulsion over 
Donna Lociezia's choice? " Machiavelli said, with some 



" I think Paolo Onino had ample opportunity to try his 
luch in love when I was away in France," Cesare replied. 
" Can he show but one hint of encouragement my sister gave 
him, I shall bless the unloni And by the way, Ificcolo, have 
you heard the tidings from Fermo? " 

" What tidings, your grace? " 

" Of the murder of Giovanni Franglani." 

" I hnow nothingi What has happened? " 

" Under pretext nS paying his uncle a visit, OUverotto 
entered Fermo and slaughtered th« good old man in the midst 
of a banquet, which he gave to welcome him." 

" Oliverotto is a friend of the Orsini and a pupil of the 
'nteDi," remarked Machiavelli drily, rising to depart. 

" I have not forgotten that either," said Cesare darkly. 

The ambassador of Florence took his departure, vrishing 
the Dute of Romagna pleasant dreams, and soon the echo 
of his retreating steps died away in the vaulted corridors of 
Castel Saa Angelo. 
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CHAPTER IX 

PIAHMA COLONNA 

O sooner had Nlccolo M»- 
chiavelli departed than Ce- 
sare, donning his cap and 
placing a dagger in his belt 
stepped througli an opposite 
door into a corridor lighted 
by stone lamps, placed at 
considerable intervals in 
niches in the walls. 
After having traveiBed a 
number of galleries, the Borgia paused before a narrow 
aperture, where he was joined by Don Bliguel de Murviedro. 
By a succession of winding stairs and corridors they de- 
scended into the mults below. All the principal points (rf 
access or egress were guarded by sentinels of tiie Borgian 
guard, whose remote lamps, alternating with the gleam of 
the bright night sky tlirough deep shafts rather than windows, 
afforded the only light they had thought proper to use. 

" How fares Donna Fiamma? Have you yet had time to 
inquire? " the duke turned to the castellan. 

" My lord, if I might speak. Donna Fiamma affects some 
strange moods indeed, using the services of your faithful 
guards and Turkish slaves to raise weird phantoms, which 
obey her incantations, forms of darkness flitting hither and 
thither, which none dares approach." 

" Phantoms, — forms of darkness — ** repeated Cesaie 

in a brooding tone. " Howl If she had discovered the 
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seoett But not Deem yoa I fear him In death whom I 
feared not in life? " 

" My lord, — but if she did possess the power to lure his 
spirit back to earth — " 

The duke paused and turned abruptly. 

" And what if she did lure him back to earth? " he anarled 
savagely. 

Miguelotto stood abashed. 

" It is reported that oft-times she wails his name) " 

Cesare relented somewhat. 

*' So does his Holiness! Let her waill The air Is £reel 
Does not her spirit bow down before me lite a flame before a 
magician's wand? " 

" God's life, my lord, what hope can she have remaining, 
save from your grace's favor? " 

" Tet, — she must be singularly out of spirits with this 
marriage of mine," Cesare said, with that affectation of 
cynicism he knew so well how to assume. 

" Tour grace should indeed have seen her, when, six months 
ago, I delivered to her your letter trom France, announcing 
the marriage," said Miguelotto with a slight shudder, which, 
In a man of his iron nerve, was of no mean significance. 

" Did she curse and rave like any other deserted drab? " 

" On the contrary, your grace, she said not a word, but 
looted flzedly at me, and her face grew white as lightning 
and writted into the very liteness of the Medusa on tte 
Capitol," replied Miguelotto. '* And at last ste uttered a 
moan, as if her heart were rent in twain, yet she shed but 
one tear, wiped it disdainfully away and gave me a ring, as 
she said, for my good news. Tten she laughed, said it was a 
fair day, and that the sun shone very brighUy for a wedding, — 
and feU in a swoon at my feetl " 

*' I am even with her, now, for that matter with Sultan 
Zem," said Cesare hurriedly. 
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" Nay, my lord, I cannot but think that your grace was 
jealous there oa small occasion," replied Uiguelotto in a 
timorous and inainmitiiig tone. 

" Perchancel Perchance I think even as yon do; but you 
know not how excellent it is to have an answer ready for 
an upbraiding woman! Where Is Donna Fiamma now? 
Did ^e resist the order to exchange the lofty chambers of 
Rondgliontf for the more massive ones below us? " 

" On tlie contrary, my lord I She evinced so marked a joy 
— tlut I cannot but think, she may be dwelling upon some 
unholy design, which could not mature in the air of Ro- 
magnal" 

" Joyi you sayl " returned the duke. " Why, you thick- 
skulled CatalanI Who would not rejoice in exchanging the 
dulness of Romagna for the air of Romet But it were time 
that we convinced ourselves at Donna Fiamma's comfort I 
Proceed, and lead the way." 

The Duke of Romagna and Don Miguelotto now wound tlieir 
way down a gallery, at the end of which the Borgia paused 
and turned to tlie castellan. 

" Where does this gallery lead to? " 

" To the sepulchral chamber of the emperor," replied the 
castellan. " It is iben Donna Fiamma pursues her studies 
in the black arts, and, as they say, can raise the devil at her 
Willi" 

" Most women canl " replied the duke with a shrug. 
" Lead on and cease your babblingl " 

But the Catalan was ill at ease, and liis incoherent matter- 
ings aroused the duke's suspicion. 

" What are you mumbling? " Cesare turned on his cowed 
castellan, mistaking his fright for sullen resistance. 

" All holy saints keep us from barm and absolve our 
wretclied soulsl " shuddered Miguelotto. " There are those 
who aver tliat she has brought the ghost of the Emperor 
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Hadrian out of his stone coffin — surely it were not ill, if 
I retonted above for a lampi " 

" The place is very dark, and from the cold, damp air 
here I judge we are near the entrance of some vaultl Ascend 
and bring the lamp — I will await your return I " 

After Miguelotto had disappeared Cesaie proceeded with 
cautious steps and keen glances towards the end of the 
corridor, whence he had discerned the faint glimmer of a 
lil^t. As he slowly advanced, the gallery was gradually 
flUed with a crimson glow, reflected on its lofty walls, covered 
in parts with hieroglyphics and rich carvings in marble, In 
others defaced and revealing the granite foundatloiiB of the 
pile. The mutilated remains of many a mysterious form of 
Egyptian superstition gave a terrible and preternatural 
aspect to the ruins around, and marked the origin of that 
colossal and gloomy magnificence which distinguishes all the 
works of the emperor Hadrian, and is alike to be discovered 
in the ruins of his palace and of his tomb. The unchangeable 
nature of man might here have been bitterly mused upon by a 
philosopher, who bad marked the scornful glance widi which 
Cesare surveyed the ruins of a grandeur, meant to be per- 
petual, himself at the same time devoured by an ambition, 
which not even the possession of the tomb builder^ empire 
could have satisfied. 

As he advanced, he arrived at a narrow winding staircase 
leading into an extensive chamber below. Gigantic cary- 
atides, whose features bore that expression of malicious and 
mocking pr<rfundlty so remarkable in Egyptian statues, 
seemed to constitute the guardians of the place. 

Wltiiout waiting for Miguelotto, Cesare descended the 
winding stairs on tiptoe, utterly oblivious of, or indifferent 
to, the absence of the castellan. And, as he did so, the 
enigmatical faces of the sphinxes and caryatides brightened 
and darkened with the wavering light within the chamber, 
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to sink with the »>hiftliig flame into their former prcrfound 
and impenetrable ^oom. 

Suddenly the Duke of Romagna paused. Through fbe 
sepulchral sifence of the emperor's tomb resoonded a voice, 
full, resonant, impassioned, rising aboTe the tempestuous 
chords of a harp. 

Enthralled he listened, spellbound. 

The music swelled into a passionate cadence; melodies 
crossed and recrossed each o^ter, like rays of Ught among 
graen leaves; anon came wilder strains of grief and clamor; 
cries of despair, of shuddering agony echoed through the 
releotiess storm of the strings. A black mist seemed to gather, 
and, as ttom the night-eogulfed depths of Orcus, there came 
a piercing sword-like tune, wild and despairing, as if Death 
were shrieking its agony of unsolved mysteries into the worid 
<tf the living. 

Cesare Borgia stood a^iast, shuddering. How long he 
remained thus he knew not when he was rejoined by Bfigue- 
lotto, who, bearing a lantern, had come domi the long corrida:, 
in quest of his lord. 

Cesare drew him into the shadows. 

" Have you apprised Donna Fiamma? " he asked, in a 
low voice. 

" She knows nothing." 

" I would meet her unprepared. — Deem yon she has 
forgotten? " 

*' Tout royal spouse — " 

" That other — " 

" I have surprised her mattering strange wmds — " 

" Of hate? " 

" Of love I " 

" For myself, Miguelottol For myself! Did jrou not tell 
me how she looked when you imparted the tidings oi my 
nuptials wifii the French Khig's sister? " 
go 
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" Even BO, my Imi, — yet at times it aeems to me as if she 
harbored some great unholy purpose, — as if the memory of 
that night — " 

"If it mie not wholly effacedl" muttered the duke. 
" If the hag had lied, that brewed the lotos draught! " 

" Nay, my lord," remarked Miguelotto hurriedly. " We 
could not doubt the hagl " 

" And pray, why not? — Whence your great faith? " 

" She inherited her great skill fr«m hw father, a Jewish 
physician 6x>m Lerida. After the defeat of Boabdil and the 
conquest of Granada the Inquisitors of the Most Catholic 
Kng had the old man burned at the stake. Bat his daughter 
fled to Rome. The woman is no impostor, but a true witchi 
His Holiness, In a most Christian spirit, has granted her the 
freedom of the dty.** 

" Why do you tell me all this? " 

" Because, my lord, one of her injunctions has not been 
obeyed." 

" I do not understand." 

" When she placed the brew in our hands, the old witch 
said: * If you would have the potion efficacious keep her 
who partakes of It from brooding too much alone.' " 

" What was I to do? " replied Cesare. " I do not possess 
the faculty <^ being at the same time In France and In Romel " 

" Ay — tiiere's the mischief. And now her whole society 
consists of a hooded monk, who pays her regular visits. Tet 
it cannot be to bring lier the consolations of the church, 
for she laughs aloud when he exhorts her to humility." 

" I fcnew not that she craved for spiritual advisers," 
replied the duke, with some alarm. 

" And he who comes has the authority of his Holiness." 

" You rave, Miguelotto — " 

" Doubtlessly it is as I say, my lord, since he passes the 
guards nnchallenged, — and conies direct from the Vatican." 
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" From the Vatican? " 

" Through the secret passage! " 

" It is needless to say," Cesare said, after a paose, " that 
he comes at night. Such creepy phantoms always require 
the accessories of vulgar fear for their tricks." 

'* Be conies at night, my lordl " 

Cesaie Borgia's pallor was discernible even in tlie darkness. 

" It is welll ITot a word of this to any onel You may 
retire with your lampi I shall not require It. Await me 
above!" 

After waiting untQ Miguelotto had disappeared at the 
extreme end of the corridor, Cesare slowly approached the 
entrance of the chamber, hardly noticing its changed interior 
since the castellan had fitted it up for its present occupant. 
Only the crimson tapestries <^ the walls, whose rich sombre- 
ness was illumined by the subdued light from a shaded 
crystalline lamp, were duskily discernible. 

Searching its interior, the eye of the Duke of Romagna 
rested on a figure which, although not without a mixture of 
the terrible in the weird beauty displayed even in its disorder 
of apparel, had much to attract tlw gaze of tlie sensual 
Borgia. 

It was a woman of statuesque figure, her features of that 
sculptured regularity which Roman beauty still retains, and 
distinguished by that expression of hauteur so well befitting 
die descendants of the andent masters of the world. Slie 
was attired in a long black robe, girdled with a sHver belt, 
and lay in an attitude expressive at once of enforced resigna- 
tion and of ravening impatience, on a couch, staring at the 
narrow windows, through which the white sicUe of the moon 
was just visible in the starry canopy of the heavens. Beside 
her lay the harp. Her black hair heightened by its contrast 
the whiteness of her skin, revealed in her bare arms and 
the perfect contour of her shoulders. The expression of her 
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coontenance was at once celestial and fiendish, rendering 
it at all times diabolical despite its great beauty. 

With a sigli tier gaze had wandered from the narrow space, 
separating her from liberty, coursing slowly round the room 
till it rested on the entrance, on the dark robed figure of the 
Dnke of Romagna. 

For a moment she stared petrified at the Immobile appari- 
tion, her stony gaze fixed on Cesare's pallid features, then 
she leaped with a wild shriek to her feet 

" Cesare — Cesarel " she cried, as she rushed into die 
Borgia's outstretched arms, but to pause as suddenly, a 
white fear blanching her countenance. 

" It is I, Cesarel — Did you expect anolher? " queried 
the Duke of Romagna, a satirical smile Ughting up his livid 
features. 

Fiamma Coloona stepped back from him. Fadng him 
in the full splendor of her beauty, her white hands clenched, 
her bosom heaving, her dark eyes blazing wrath and contempt 
into bis, her words came in broken gasps from her lips. 

" How dare you come to me again, man of oaths foiswom 
and lying protestations? Tou, — you, — who could break 
the holiest ties, renounce the past, which binds us to each 
other — and glory in the deed? " 

Cesare advanced a step towards her. 

"What a welcome I" he said, his head sunk contritely 
upon his breast. " It is a year since we parted, — a year 
of silence and of waiting since one delightful evening, — do 
you remember, my Fiamma? When arm in arm we walked 
along the terraces of the Pindo In the moonli|^t7 Every 
instant of it comes back to me, — how the touch of your hand 
thrilled me, — my passionate words, — even the airs that 
the mandolins were sobbing far off in the distance, and the 
tears that moistened your eyes, — as I spoke." 

*' And remembering all that," she flashed upon him, 
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" you could commit a perjury at wliidi the very stan in 
heaven would pale? " 

" Hay, dearest Fiamtna," replied Ceeare, inwardly re- 
joicing at this exhibition of her temper. " Some one has 
maligned me to you and distorted my actions, my motives. 
Tet I thought, I hoped, — that Fiamma Colonna's faith in 
the man she loved was above such petty '•^'""""w, the object 
of which Is but too obvioos — " 

" Calumnies? " exclaimed Fiamma, approaching a step 
towards him. " Man of Ues, — what of this? Is this a 
calumny, — written with your own hand? " 

And from her bosom she snatched a paper and almost threw 
it in bis face. 

Tlie duke gave it little mote than a glance. 

" Ahl It is this." he replied with a smile, deliberately 
folding it, — " you refer to that silly bride of minel " 

" Yes, — to her, — even to her, to whom you have given 
your false black heart, — to her who Is to share that crown 
with you, which you promlBed to me, — which was to be 
mine, — minel " 

" Tou do not understand, my Fiamma, — yon do not 
understand. Else you would not judge me so cruelly, so 
harshly." 

Est face hardened, and her eyes flashed fire. 

" Perjured I Deem you to mock my credulity a second 
time with your lies, your measureless deceit? " 

'* No, — no, — nol ** Cesare ezclaimed, advancing a step 
towards the woman. " Listen to me, heart of my heart, 
listen to me, when I swear to you by all my hopes of sover- 
eignty and vengeance: the moment the necessity of currying 
the favor of the detested French is past, I will send back 
their silly gewgaw and be far more to you than I have ever 
beeni" 

" If you had loved me you could never have done this to 
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FIAMMA COLONNA 

nwl " said Fiamma with bowed head, seemingly touched by 
the contrition of her lover. 

" If t loved you, dearesti " replied Cesare, advancing 
towards her with outstretched arms. " If I loved jroul Can 
you doubt my love? Have I not proved it? Have I not been 
frank with you — in everything? " He held out his letter 
to her, edvisiag her of his betrothal to the sister of Louis 
XII of France. 

" Would I, with my own hand, have penned a message 
irtiich I knew would wound your trusting heart, had I not 
raised you upon a pedestal so high as to hope that you would 
nnderstand its political significance? Does it distress you so 
much to know this girl Inhabits tlie palace of old Fabric 
Colonna, iriien all the love of my heart and the devotion 
<rf my life are yours, — and yours alone? " 

The reference to the ancestral palace of the Colonna, de- 
based to the habitation of Cesare Borgia's bride, was a shaft 
which sped to its intended mark. 

■< And this splendid destiny, for which you bartered your 
Ufe and soul," replied Fiamma, her voice sinking down to tiie 
accents of deepest gloom, "could you not have obtained 
it at the side of the Colonna? Our ancestral palace the dwell- 
ing place of Cesare Borgia's bride — oh, Prospero and Fa^ 
twlzio, — your prophecies were true, as your curses upon my 
guilty head were justi " 

" Forsooth, Fiamma, you ravel Am I to blame for the 
whims of my sire, who had all matters arranged upon my 
return — even to having lode^gs prepared in the Vatican 
for my sister, Lucrezia? " 

The Colonna raised her head, as If startied; then it sank again. 

** It seems in vain to talk to you of what I feeL Truly, — 
tills is I'usticel The measure Is fnlll " 

She sank back upon the divan, and Ceson, emboldened, 
seated himself beside her. 
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** The night w« parted," he said, raiting her redstless 
hand, " 70U gave me a flowerl It is here in this charm. 
Deem you, the French girl could mate me forget it? Every 
day I have looted at it, every day the sight of it has seemed 
to me an augury." 

" Throw it away and let it fadel Would the memory of 
that fateful evening could have faded with it," she replied. 
" It has been the bane of my life, that I ever met youl Go 
and leave mel I never wish to see your face again." 

" That means you love me, as I do youl " exclaimed 
Cesare, suddenly pressing his lips upon her own. 

With a choking sensation she released herself. 

" Love you," she muttered, " no, — that is over, — I 
have not the heart to love. Tou have a terrible fascination 
for me, — what more can I say, in my weakness? I should 
not be a woman and deny the sweetness of being lovedl 
Cesare, — Ceeare, my heart is very full, — I dare not tell 
you all, — but you must leave me I All is over between us, — 
forever more." 

"Wiih a sob she tried to release herself from bis encircling 
arms, but Cesare foiled her intention and pressed her anew 
to his breast. 

" 7ou bid me leave you, — forget you, — you say all is 
over between usi " he exclaimed, now Uioroughly intoxicated 
with the sweetness and beauty <rf the woman he held in his 
embrace. " How shallow must be your nature, if you can 
thus easily forgett How poorly you must think of mine! 
Put my love to tte test and see if it has changed tince we 
parted on that night in the past." 

" Ahl Could I but believe youl " muttered tte Colonna. 
*' Why, if wliat you say is true, bad yon brought me 
hither, instead — of to a place befitting my birth, Uie station 
of the woman Cesare Borgia professes to love? " 

" Can you not see, love? Would your life, your existence 
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in Rome be safe tven from your own famQy In one of the many 
palaces, vhich I might have placed at your disposal? Old 
Fabrizio has sworn to be revenged on you for this disgrace 
to his house, — as he calls It ; what would prevent bis fol- 
lowers from abducting you some fine ni^t when I am absent 
on some expedition? Nay, my Fianuna, here alone yon 
are safe from those who might wish you harm and those who 
might try to put the seed of doubt into your trusting heart. 
The time will come when you will be more fitly lodged. But, 
until that time, I want no mortal eyes to even gaze upon my 
liamma, — I am jealous of the whole world, — I dedre to 
be the only guest in her bower, — and I know I shalll Do 
I speak truth, my Fiamma? " 

Efe had held her aloof from him, as he spote, and his gaze 
seemed to read her through and through 

Fiamma smiled somewhat nervously. 

" And who should come here, but yourself — to visit the 
queen of a sepulchre? " 

" Nay, I was but jesting," replied Cesare, with his enig- 
matical smile, '* for should there be one so mad as to venture 
hither — he should expiate his offence by the most marrow- 
idercing tortures yet invented. But I am needlessly alarmed, 
— for I know Fiamma Colonna loves mel " 

The woman had released herself from his arms, probably 
to conceal the deadly pallor which had overspread her features, 
and rising, had receded towards the wall. 

" What is it now, my Fiamma? " exclaimed the duke, not 
suspecting the motive of her action. 

" Leave mel " she called to him with asBiuned severity, 
turning her face from him. 

Taten completely by surprise by this new and sudden mood, 
Cesare slowly advanced towards her. 

" Leave you? " he exclaimed, the Boi^ temper getting 
the mastery. " What new madness is this? I came to you 
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repentant witb all tiw old love, and yon dismiss me like an 
importonate slavel 7ou drive me from your presence like a 
beggarly curl Woman, If there is more behind all this than 
you would reveal, PU have the truth if I shall have to strangle 
it out of your bodyl Speak, — is there another, and Cesare 
Boi^ but your dupe? " 

The dute's nostrils quivered; his face was of a livid pallor, 
and his hands virere denched as he strode towards the Coktmuu 

She turned and lauj^ied. 

** Now I know that you love mel " she said, holding out 
her handi to him and sinking into his embrace. Then amid 
convulsive sobs, broken by convulsive fits of laughter, she 
continued, stroking the Borgia's hair: 

** Fotdl Fooll As if the Borgia would brook a living 
rivall" 

** Nay, — nor a dead onel " snarled Cesare, ri^fptng her 
fiercely to his breast 

But even while be did so the woman's mood seemed to 
undergo another change. 

" 7ou love me, Cesare," she said, her face close to his. 
" The long absence has brooght no change to your heart, — 
and yet, — I were not a woman did I not demand a proof of 
your love, stronger than even your oaths." 

She paused with closed eyes, as if to gatlwr strength for 
the utterance of her request. 

" And what is It, love? " replied the Borgia, somewhat 
soothed by her submissiveness. 

** It is a long time since I have breathed the pure air of 
heaven," said the Colonna, " it is longer still since I have 
gazed into human faces, save those of my jaQeis; and how 
long ago is it since my foot passed over the threshold of a 
churchi " 

While the duke listened with ever increasing surprise, she 
continued: 
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" I OTCrfaeord some of Miguelotto's Catalans diicuBsiiig 
the splendor of the ceremony, when the monk from Asti, 
the disciple of Savonarola, delivers the great sermon of the 
Jubilee. And such a craving, again to be among people> has 
seized my heart, that I ask it as proctf of your love, — let 
me attend the ceremony, — attend it, — vith you I " 

From a sob, her voice had risen in hysterical gradation 
tjntU it culminated in a shriek. 

** Attend the Jubilee, — with me? " 

The Duke of Romagna had released himself from her em- 
brace and was laughing ontil the vaulted chamber le-^choed 
his mirth. 

*' And on what piOow of madness did you dieam this 
nit^tmaie? " he cried after his hilarity had somewhat sub- 
sided. " Tou, — a Coloima, — the mistress of Cesare Borgia, 
— enterSt. Peter's by his side before the gaze of the assembled 
Christian "world, — in the presence of the Holy Father — 
and of Cesare Bora's bride? " 

Her hands had fallen by her side. Pale as death she stood 
before him; her lips tightly sealed, and before the mournful 
yet penetrating gaze of her eyes the doke grew disconcerted. 

" Since when has Cesare Borgia, who has broken every 
oath and outraged every human feeling, become so solicitous 
of his own fair fame? " she replied icily. " What if I should 
yield to an Impulse, that many a time has urged me on, as 
with an angel's fiery sword, — to proclaim your crimes and 
fhoee of your sire before the whole Christian world? Deem 
you they would believe me? " 

" And would they believe your own confession, on record 
before fbe tribunal of the Holy Office, and confirmed by the 
pagan Saltan, whose leman you did avow yoniself to be, 
before so many witnesses? " replied Cesaie tranquilly. 

" To shield you from the just infamy of your crime, to 

baflk the vengeance of my nobte uncles, the brothers of my 
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dead fatherl " exclaimed Fianuna vehemently. " And yetf 
the noble Turk died, as those whom you hate, are wont to 
diel Oh, if he perished by your treachery, and not by your 
father's cruelty and avarice, sold by the imperial assassin, 
his brother, — why then, Cesare, — why tbea — " 

" The revival of the ancient charge rests with yourself," 
replied Cesare calmly. 

For a moment Fiamma faced the duke In stony silence, 
then, as if she had suddenly changed her mind, she said: 

" Forgive me, Cesarel I had forgotten who I am — and 
whatl I will remember it anoni Tou were right, — in the 
face of the whole Christian world — " 

A bitter laugh broke from her lips, but her words had melted 
the duke's ire. 

" Nay, my Fiamma, do not speak thusi " he turned to 
her, soothingly. " Ask what I can grant, and every wish of 
your heart stull be fulfilled. But this — thisi &iow you 
the consequence of the afEront you propose to the sister ot 
Louis of France? '* 

She raised her head eagerly, 

*' And what would be the conseqtiences? " she queried 
listlessly. 

" Immediate separation and a march of the French armies 
on Romel " 

She laughed, as If his words amused her, then she said: 

" Leave me now, Cesaie, that I may collect my thoughts. 
Return to your tuide, — your home in the palace of my 
fathers, and leave me to my lonely anguish. I have seen 
yon again — you have told me that you love me — the 
thought will comfort me in my solitude! " 

Unwillingly, the duke obeyed, promising to return on the 
following day, and after a last and passionate embrace, be 
departed. 
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CHAPTER X 

LUCREZIA BORGIA 

N the following evening the 
Vatican Borgo presented a 
most gor^ous spectacle. In 
honor of the foreign ambas- 
sadors and the most illus- 
trious pilgrims of the Jubilee 
a splendid reception had been 
arranged. The whole Vatican 
ascent seemed one sphere of 
li^t, whose scintillating g^ow 
revealed to all beholders the abode of the spiritual niler of 
Christendom. 

Enterii^ the great vestibule of the Vatican, the invited 
guests passed between two long rows of Spanish guards, 
Turkish Mamelukes, Greek Stradiotes and Swiss Lanzhnechts, 
all in glittering armor and full panoply. In front of these 
stood pages in parti-colored liveries, silver embroidered with 
the Keys of St. Peter end the Bull of the Borgia. In their 
hands they held torches of red and yellow wax, such as are 
commonly used in churches. As each guest entered the 
great vestibule a herald, attended by two squires, proclaimed 
his name and rank, whereupon the master of ceremonies, 
Messer John Burkhardt, directed him to a vista of, dazzlingly 
lighted salons: the HaU of the White Dove, the Hall of Gold, 
the Hall of Purple, the latter being hung with purple satin, 
adorned with the emblem of the Borgia. 

The central hall, the approach to which consisted of seenw 
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incJy endless colonnades, revealed a veritable forest of gilded 
columns. The walls were hong with rich tapestries, and 
^m the centre of the ceiling a superb girandole was sus- 
pended» from iriiich hundreds of li^ts flashed upon the 
gorgeous crowds, reflected in iridescent prisms bvm the 
Jittering mosaic of the floor. 

At the end of the room was a splendid dus, iriiere 0» 
Pontiff was to receiYe and welcome those so fsToted on this 
evening. Opposite the pontifical canopy was a balcony in 
which the musiciana were concealed, hung with silken tapestry 
and garlands of evergreens. 

The gorgeous crowds buzzed like a swsrm of bees. The 
dusky, tropical beauty of the Roman women formed a striking 
contrast to the fairer types b^m the north, inheritors of that 
peculiar charm, seen only in Lombardy, that beauty, as it 
were, of vaporous shadows melting like mist Into the trans- 
parent pallor of the skin, of oval faces and delicately chiselled 
features, such as Messer Leonardo delighted to paint 

OfiScers in splendid uniforms were ranged on both sides at 
the hall; court attendants, richly attired, stood about con- 
versing with each other In low tones. Among die guests who 
were especially noted was the Cardinal Oidno, vriio, in return 
for casting bis vote in favor of Rodrigo Borgia's elevation 
to the pontifical chair, had been rewarded \rith a palace in 
Rome, and In addition thereto, the two splendid nUas of 
Monticello and Soviano. There was the Cardinal of San 
Angelo, who had, in like manner, obtained the bishopric 
of Porto; there were the Cardinals oi Parma, of Genoa; but 
the Cardinals Savelll, Ascanio Sf orza and Juliano della Rovere, 
the only three other survivois of the Conclave that had elected . 
the Borgia, had already been stripped of their possessionB 
and had fled from Rome for their lives. 

In that vast assembly two men were espedaUy notable, 
a venerable old man with snow-white hair, bent head and 
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sad eyes; his companion, a dreamy youth with the face of 
a sinleas angel. This was Safael Sanzlo and the older 
man was Messer Leonardo da VlncL 

Many strange and complex emotions were at wto'k in the 
breast of Alfonso of Ferrara, as he entered the magnificent 
reception liall of the Vatican, emotions which lie could neither 
eontnd nor analyze, and ever and anon he experienced a 
sensation akin to that of a suddenly startled somnambulist, 
who, jnst on the point of waking, hesitates on the b<a'der8 of 
dreamland, unwiUing to leave one realm cS shadows for 
another more seeming-tiue, yet equally transient. Entangled 
in perplend reveries, be scarcely noticed the brilliant crowds 
{^people that were flocking through the portals. The whirling 
pageant around him was both real and unreal. A cloud 
seemed to hang over his mind, a cloud that no determination 
could Uf t, and he caught himself dimly speculating as to what 
lay behind that cloud. 

Suddenly, however, he found himself accosted by an in- 
dividual whose staff and attire revealed him to be no leaser 
a personage than the worthy dean, John Burkhardt. In 
his abstraction Alfonso had not noticed that the master of 
ceremonies, after requesting name and rank of each invited 
guest, repeated it by way of introduction, and the dean's 
iriiispered question as to his name and quality disconcerted 
him to such an extent, that for a moment he stared Into John 
Burkhardt's face, as if the latter had addressed liim in some 
foreign tmigue. 

And, when the meaning did dawn npon him, he was too 
staggered to reply; it was an emergency he had not foreseen. 
Was it a mse of the Borgia to learn his Identity and incideit- 
tally discover his business In Rome? 

But there was no time to answer this question before Ihe 
more pressing one trf the master of ceremonies, who, at a loss 
how to construe Alfonso's confoslfm, had placed himself 
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squarely befoie him and baited his way with his portty 
presence. 

" Messer Ferrando oi Ferraia," he wliispend into the 
dean's ear. 

" Of Ferrara? " John Burkhardt replied, startled, gazing up 
into tbe Hospitaller's stem features. 

** Of Ferraral " the latter replied with some irritatioQ. 

" Messer Ferrando of Fenarat " shouted the dean, and 
Alfonso passed on, more chagrined than ever at his lack of 
invention in the matter <tf name and place. 

When he looked up he found himself the object of close 
scrutiny to a man garbed in black, from the black heron 
feather of his black velvet beretta down to the black satin 
(^ his doublet and his black hose and slippers. The marble 
pallor of his face, from which two coaiblackeyes burned with 
feverish lustre, was even enhanced by the sombre attire 
of the duke of Romagna, iriio, upon hearing the master of 
ceremonies' announcement^ sloiriy strode towards the dis- 
comfited Hospitaller, 

" From Ferrara," he addressed Alfonso with a alight bend 
<d the head. 

Alfonso had at once recognized Cesare Borgia. There was 
an unmistakable resemblance between him and his elder 
brother, Francesco, the murdered duke of Gandia. But 
fliere was something in the eyes of the duke of Romagna that 
Alfonso had never seen In those of his unfortunate victim. 

" From Ferrara," he replied courteously. 

" How fares yoiu* duke? " Cesare Borgia continued, closely 
scrutinizing his sombre guest. 

" He was well at last reports," Alfonso replied guardedly. 

" Old men never die — Duke Ercole has long been reported 
in his dotage." 

" We do not thus regard him in Ferrara," replied Alfonso 
with some asperity. 
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** Tou do not see your dote with our eyes." 

" Wherein has he offended? " 

" Offended? " Cesare replied with a shrug. <* Nay — the 
term is too harsh. Tour duJte's childishaesa and vanity are 
qualities much easier condoned than the vain glorious cox- 
combry of bis son." 

"Tour grace refers to the proposed alliance between Ferrara 
and the Holy See? " 

" Between Alfonso and Lncrezia," replied Cesare pointedly. 
■* Tou are newly arrived from Forrara, my lord — what may 
be your name? I only heard the place from the lips of our 
worthy dean." 

" Ferrando — yoor grace." 

'* My l<»'d Ferrando," Cesare continued, with a twitch of 
his lips which puzzled Alfonso and added no little to his 
discomfort, " where lurks the happy bridegroom — the 
fifth husband to be of Donna Luciezia? Where hideth he? 
By tlie five woundsl We hardly know wliich to admire the 
most, his vanity or his cowardicel " 

" Whatever Alfonso ttf Esttf may be, — no one has ever 
dared call him coward," the prince of Ferrara replied 
with intensified pallor, yet enforced calm. 

"Tou speak intimately of the heir of Duke Ercole," Cesare 
replied, with his enigmatical smile. 

" I know him as I do myself I " replied Alfonso, and re- 
gretted he had spoken. 

" Ahl Our Lady be thanked for this opportune meet- 
ingi " the duke of Romagna exclaimed, joyfully extending 
his hand which Alfonso could not refuse. " At last, 
then, we shall learn iriiere the noble scion of the Est^ has 
concealed himself, hieing himself away in the wilderness 
and feasting on wild herbs and roots, like his defunct 
majesty. King Nebuchadnezzar of Babylon, who, at one 
time, enjoyed similar diet — When in all truth he might 
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hold in his embtace the most beautiful woman in the 
world — an angel some call her; well — we will not 
gainsayl " 

" When I set out on my journey from Ferrara, your grace," 
Alfonso replied slowly, in order not to betray his emotions, 
" Prince Alfonso had not fled into the wilderness, nor else- 
where, though it was rumored that he intended setting out 
for Venice, to evade this to him distasteful alliancel " 

He could not r^rain from adding the sting to his words 
and the arrow sped to its mark. 

" The boasterl " Cesare exclaimed. " And his objection 
to a marriage that any king or emperor mi^t be proud to 
consummate? " 

" He has stated such reasons to me in confidential discourse. 
They are not for the ears (tf your grace," the Hospitaller 
leplied with well assumed suavity. 

" Nayl The truth is a thing we in hi£^ places are seldom 
treated to. I beg of you, — my l<ffd Ferrando, — if not bound 
by a promise to the contrary, confide to me Don Alfonso's 
reasons for his strange and persistent refusal." 

" Since you desire it, your grace, — Don Alfonso disdains, 
— to use his own words, — ' to ming^ the undeflled blood 
of the Est£ with the bastard blood of the Borgial ' *' the Hos- 
pitaller replied, with an obliging bend of the head,- as if be 
were pajring the duke (tf Romagna the greatest compliment 
in his power to bestow. 

Had lightning struck the ground at Cesare's feet, the 
change In his countenance could not have been more terrible. 

" And for this I shall make him prince of all the cairion- 
flies that ever thronged on dunghilll " he exclaimed fiercely. 
" But you, my lord Ferrando, for one so intimately possessed 
of Don Alfonso's confidence, seem to have a singular faith in 
the sanctity of your garb. There are many lawless characters 
in Rome despite the edict of Cardinal Piccolomini; — I know 
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not the purpose of your pilgrimage, yet I should giieve if so 
warm a friend of Don Alfonso of Ferrara should come to 
grief in the exercise of his holy devotions." 

" I thank your grace," replied the Hospitaller, with a 
profound bend. " Yet I never go out without steel under 
my garb, I tate antidotes before all meals and sleep in chamr 
beis so well barred and locted that not even the assassin of 
the duke of Gandia can come at my throat! " 

" And you do well, my lord — Ferrandot " replied the 
dute of Romagna. " For he who seeks for matter wherewith 
to aspeise the name of Borgia may incidentally grasp the 
red-hot hand of the devil in the bush, Instead of the golden 
fruit!" 

A general commotion indicated at this moment that the 
Pontiff had entered the inner Sala, and in tiie rush ot the 
pilgrims and dignitaries to be fast to kiss the feet <^ bis 
Holiness, Alfonso and Cesaie weie separated. Fax a time 
the prince of Ferrara stood Uks one dazed. 

The one thing of all that prudence enjoined him to avoid 
had happened. Whether, with his usual perspicacity and 
intuition, the duke ot Romagna had lifted his incognito, 
had suspected the suitor for the hand of his sister under the 
guise of the Hospitaller, — one Indisputable fact remained: 
Cesaie Borgia was his deadly enemy. 

How had it come about? 

What spirit of evil had prompted his tongue to speak words 
which he would have given his future dukedom to recall? 

But there was no time to ponder. 

The ceremony of the evening had begun, and Alfonso 
remembered his self-assigned task therein. And chance 
seemed to favor him. 

As he stood where the duke d Romagna bad left him, 

dazed from the effect of the scene which must change all 

his -plans, he found himself the object <^ scrutiny to a page, 
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who, to all appearances, had been Ustlefisly wandering about 
He saw the page exchange meaning glances with the master 
(rf ceremonies, then bound away. But in a few moments 
he returned, whispering a few words into Burhhardt's ear, 
whereupon the latter advanced towards Alfonso. 

" The Holy Father commands you to his presence," he 
said briefly. " Follow me I " 

Waving his ^ver wand with great dignity, he passed on, 
and, never doubting that the Hospitaller would follow him, 
the master of ceremonies did not look back until he had 
almost reached the door of the reception hall. There, hearing 
no sound of footfall, he turned his head and perceived that 
his companion stood still, as if rooted to the ground. Thinking 
that he had misconstrued his meaning, the dean beckoned 
to him authoritatively, and, the hesitation of the moment 
passed, Alfonso obeyed. 

The grandeur of the Borgia taste, the dawn of a iiew age 
which was to unite all the glories of the arts, were revealed 
at every step through the sacred palace which Alfonso tra^ 
versed. But even his surprise at the magnificence which 
surrounded him on every turn, changed to mute wonder 
when he arrived at a vista of gilded porphjrry columns which 
descended by a flight of marble stairs to the vast hall where 
Alexander sat enthroned. It commanded a view so supremely 
superb that with difficulty he refrained from uttering an 
ezclamatlou, A continuous procession of jubilants, lay and 
clerical, in gorgeous attires were passing before the Pontiffs 
throne, kissing bis feet in homage and offering tiieir con- 
gratulations, then joining the brilliant throng beyond. 

But even as the prince of Ferrara entered, he remarked a 
most unusual, and to his mind, scandalous spectacle in an 
ecclesiastical court. A young woman in the flush <rf youth and 
beauty, attended by a retinue of her own sex, knelt at that 
moment before the Pontiff to receive his benediction, after 
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bestowing i^ch, Alexander had raised her in his arms and 
kissed her with extreme tenderness. John Burkhardt gave 
a deep sigh, probably because the unprecedented presence of 
women disconcerted his code of etiquette beyond redress, 
and Alfonso's countenance revealed his disapproval of this 
tmheard-c^ license. When the woman arose, turning to tate 
the place assigned to her on the right of the throne, her gaze 
suddenly encountered the gaze of Alfonso. Both started 
violently. A deep crimson overspread the peach bloom of 
her lovely face, succeeded by a pallor so deadly that it found 
its reflex in the stony features of the prince of Ferrara. He 
had found the goddess of the Fountain of Trevi. 

Alfonso had little time to indulge in wonder as to her 
identity and incongruous attitude at the feet of the Pontiff, 
for John Burkhardt was literally marching him towards the 
pontifical canopy, and, for a moment, his attention was 
absorbed in another direction. It was not without inner 
emotions that he approached Alexander's throne, under the 
gaze of so many eyes, which seemed all fixed upon him as 
upon as object of great curiosity. But unconsciously his 
eyes wandered from the person of the supreme Pontiff to the 
woman whose eyes were upon him, as he approached. She 
seemed to have recovered lier self-possession to « degree, for 
lier beauty was intensified by an expression of joy and wel- 
come, deepening its roseate hues, and her sweet violet eyes 
were aglow with an emotion, which she did not strive to 
conceal, and which was not lost on Alfonso. At last he had 
found her, for whom his heart had yearned all tiiese days 
and her eyes held a promise that made him dizzy. Enraptured 
be listened to her words, without immediately realizing their 
import, as with undisguised delight she exclaimed, while 
Alfonso prepared to kneel at the foot of the pontifical throne: 

" There be is. Holy Father! My unknown knight from 
the Fountain of Trevil ** 
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"Oscula pedes beatos beatissimi PatrisI" wlifepered 
Burkhardt to AlfooBO, who mechanically obeyed by moontiiig 
the steps and kissing the Pontiffs feet. 

" Rise and receive your reward! " said Alexander with a 
smile, which lighted up his handgome features, as he placed 
his hands on Alfonso's shoulders. " Your patron saint wishes 
you well since he has sent to you, a token d hjs favor, so 
exalted a protectxessl " 

Alfonso did not rise, but stared from tbe Pontiff to the 
woman, from the woman to the Pontiff. Tlie latter seemed 
amused at his discomfiture, which argued rather in his favor, 
while it protracted the scene beyond the requirements of the 
traditional osculations. 

"Know then," hesaid benignly, "that her Serene Highness, 
Donna Luoezia, Duchess of Nepl and Pesaro, has made a 
TOW to make him her champion, during the impendii^ 
Jubilee, whom she should meet at tlie Fountain of Trevl, 
upon the return from her pilgrimage." 

Had a thunderbolt descended upon him the words of the 
Pontiff could not have produced a more frightful efiEect upon 
Alfonso. His face was pale as death; his eyes wandered once 
m(»e from the Pontiff to the woman, his daughter, then he 
staggered to his feet. 

His breath came in short gasps, bis whole being seemed 
transformed, as if, instead of the most beautiful woman in 
Rome, he had gazed on the head of some fearful Hedisa. 

" Holy Fatherl " he stammered, " men are neither rewarded 
nor punished for trifling incidents, good or bad, of which they 
are the unwitting agents," and his trembling voice assumed 
a stem gravity, which took his audience by surprise and 
staggered the Pontiff. " Therefore," he concluded, '* I beg 
your Holisees to excuse me from a token of gratitude, of 
which I am undeserving, for indeed the atoms of Epicurus 
came not together more fortuitously than the meeting bo- 
no 
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tween mrself and this magnificent lady, your HoUnsss* 
daughter.'* 

'* NeYertheless I claim it my privilege to feel grateful for 
a meeting, which fate, not chance, brought about, and thus 
to diBcharge a vow I had made before my departure from 
Rome," replied Lucretia, blushing deeply, as, advancing 
towards Alfonso, she took from round her neck a sQten scaif 
and laid it lightly on his shoulder. " We met at the Fountain 
of Trevll And thus to assure myself <^ the prizs in the ap- 
proaching tournament, noble Hospitaller, I name yon my 
knightl" 

Alfonso's heart throbbed and his cheeks flushed. He was 
about to give way to a mastering impulse, imable to analyze 
his complex emotions, when his eye encountered the [wle 
visage of the duke of Romagna, who was regarding him with 
a livid smUe. The sudden tide of recoUectioiis come into 
concussion with his feelings, and, strong as they were, upset 
them. 

" August lady," he replied, dramng the scarf off his shoul- 
der, " my garb is testimony of my calling. As you will pei^ 
oeive, I am not allowed to contend for the smiles of earthly 
beauty. But to win the crown for the shrine of Our Lady 
of Purity of Ferrara I would gladly venture a pass (tf arms, 
for without this attribute I hold all beauty a luie of Satan, 
poison in a golden vasel " 

And, as he spoke, he snatched the scarf, iriiich wss caught 
in the scales of his corselet, so impetuously, fliat be toie it 
into several strips. 

Those who watched the coantenonce of Luciezia Borgia 
as the Hosfritaller spoke, could hardly follow, even In thought, 
file swift changes which passed over it. But after the surprise 
of the moment, which held the hearers spellbound, an ex- 
pression of pride and defiance chased all softer emotions from 
flu pallid countenance ai the PontUTs daughter. Her lips 
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wen curied with a smik <tf scorn, ber eyes fluhed, her cheeks 
crimsoned with the returning blood, and, snatching the scarf, 
which Alfonso presented on his knee, she turned to her 
surroundings. 

" Courtiy manners seem indeed to have changed since the 
time of Carlo Magno, or King Arthur of the Round Table," 
she said, turning to the Pontiff. *' How did Boyardo learn 
his fair tales cS love and courtesy in Ferrara? But if they 
are not forgotten lore in Italy, I trust yet to find a champitm 
who will win the prize for me, even if I were the very counter- 
part of Our Lady of Purity of Ferraral " 

" Tour Grace will remember that the Knights of St John 
are hot monks in steel,** interposed Cesare with his lurid 
smik. 

" Bestow this precious token on me, Donna Lucrezia," 
entreated Paolo Orsino, kneeling and pres^ng his lips pas- 
sionately upon the soft and fragrant texture. " And I hope 
to convince my friend, this holy warrior, that the prize ot 
earthly beauty should go where the consent of mankind 
would place it, not where angels would pretend to challenge 
its setting." 

Looking up, the' Orsino gazed into Lucrezia's eyes, and her 
sad, yet tender smile roused his enthusiasm almost to rapture, 
infuidng at the same time an entirely new feeling into 
Alfonso's breast. 

" We shall not deprive some worthier lady of her cham- 
pion," she said, declining the Orsino's prayer. " Tet I would 
fain count your lance among my hopes." 

" This holy man is from Ferrara," Cesare interposed, with 
a mock bow towards the Hospitaller, while he addressed the 
Pontiff and Lucrezia. " And there they have a proverb: 
He who may not eat the peach, may not smell of itl But 
your Holiness remembers that time presses." 

" In my youth," exclaimed the Pontiff, " it would have 
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been easier for me to win ten tournaments than to decline 
the request of one so beautiful as our Lucrezial " 

And, turning with evident displeasure from the Hos- 
pitatler, he glanced with pride and affection at his fair daugh- 
ter, his brow darkening as he marlred her emotion. Then be 
nodded impatiently to the master of ceremonies who, with his 
wand, motioned the Hospitaller to pass behind the pontifical 
throne, and to those in line of procession to continue their 
homage. 

The stupendous form of Vitellozzo now appeared, and the 
clash of his armor, as he knelt, rang through the hall. 

" In all humility and devotion, I am here to kiss your 
blessed feet," said the chieftain, in a tone in which awe 
straggled with defiance. 

" This is too insolent, my lords Orsini, If you have brought 
your kinsman to mock us with his homage before a throne 
from which he has threatened to thrust us," exclaimed Alex- 
ander, turning wrathfuUy to the clans from Monte Oiordano. 

" Nay, Holy Father, it was at my entreaty and advice, 
i^ce we are all to be brothers henceforth," replied the duke 
of Romagna, with his sardonic smile. 

" Holy Father, I pray you but to show me what I must do 
to win your pardon," said Vitellozzo, greatly discomfited by 
an inborn superstition, which was part and parcel of his very 
rebelliousness, and by the silence of the Orsini. 

" Disband yom* German thieves, and let your vassals know 
that there are other duties for Christians to perform than to 
oppose the sway of the Viceroy of Christl " thundered Alex- 
ander, risii^ from his seat, while with a hoarse laughter 
Vitellozzo arose litewise and retreated sullenly among the 
Oisini. 

The dvUm of Romagna exchanged a meaning ^ance with 
Paolo Orsino, as his irritated sire resumed his seat with an 
angry frown at the whole group, and while the ceremonial 
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proceeded, hastened bj the visible impatieiice of the Pontiff, 
Alfonso, looking suddenly up, surprised Lucrezia's gaze 
resting upon him with a sad intentness. But no sooner did 
their eyes meet than she turned away indifferently and 
lavished a bewitching smile on the Orsino. What meaning, 
if any, her gaze had held, Alfonso could not say. 

Yet he was stung to the quick by her action, and, unable 
to endure her presence any longer, he strode from the crowded 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE 8CLAVONIAN PBRRYMAN 

ORTURED almost beyond 

endurance by the revelation 

tbat the woman he had met 

at the Fountain of Trevi, 

tiie woman whose image he 

had held enshrined in his 

heart ever since, the woman 

in quest of whom he had 

scoured the seven-hilled city 

of Rome, had been none other 

than Lucrezia Borgia, Alfonso ruahed like a madman tlirougb 

the Vatican gardens, neither knowing nor caring whither his 

precipitate fli^t from the sacred palace would lead him, 

nor to what motives his strange action would be ascribed. 

Small wonder, indeed, that this modem Thais had crazed 
the brains of her countless loveis, since one glance of her eyes 
had sufficed to ensnare even him in her meshes, notwithstand- 
ing the resistance brought to bear by himself against feminine 
allurements. 

Quick as the lightning flash Alfonso's feelings had suffered 
a revulsion such as he himself would not have thought pos- 
sible. The incident of the fountain appeared to him in a new 
and appalling light. The delightful adventure which had 
haunted his waking hours and his dreams had lost its magic. 
The intoxication of that hour had been subverted by a sen- 
sation of horror and disgust Its every motive had become 
distorted in the light of suspicion. Yet, fliough stung to 
"5 
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the quick by the consdousness of his easy stineoder, Alfonso 
felt not at all free from the implicatioa <rf churiislmess in his 
conduct towards Alexander's daughter. It is true be eo- 
deavored to justify his public repulse oS Lucrezia's advances 
by the unfair advantage she had gained over him by her 
nmevealed personality. Tet Alfonso's nature, austere and 
complex though it was, could not remain satisfied with such 
subtle arguments. His fervent wish, to meet the woman face 
to face, who was the cause of bis journey to Rome, had been 
granted; had been granted even ere he had known it. But 
his perverse fate had willed that this very meeting which 
was to steel him for the task, should cause him to tremble, 
to vacdllate. The inner voice, which pleaded for the woman 
of the fountain, would not be stilled by the great cry of his 
heart that it was Lucrezia Borgia. What was be to do? 
Where was he to turn in his perplexity? 

And, to add to his discomfiture, to give him further cause 
for self-reproach, he had not only offended the PontifPs 
daughter, but Alexander and Cesare as well. The dark and 
meaning glances exchanged between sire and son had not 
escaped him, and that which Bembo had warned him against, 
had happened, happened by his own agency: he had made 
the Borgia his enemies. 

The moon was ghining brightly in the heavens, when 
Alfonso found himself swiftly traversing the Borgo Vecchio. 
He had not gone very far when he saw a procession approach- 
ing, and, by the torches which they carried, he distinguished 
a number of Dominicans bearing aloft the banner of the 
Inquisition, a red cross in a black field with their celebrated 
motto. Among them, and seemingly the chief personage, 
walked Fra Bruno Lanfranchi. The gloom and austere 
melancholy of his countenance were strongly contrasted by 
the roimd and jovial features of a monk, who, according to 
the custom of religious orders, was tbe Dominican's special 
ii6 
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companion. If a hero is Beldom one to his Tnlnt i1f> rhnmhrr, 
familiaiity seemed in no wise to have diminished the rever- 
ence of the friar's attendant, who followed him with tlie 
respectful admiration and awe due to a supeiiOT being. As 
the procession advanced, it was joined by a number <ii noble* 
men and dignitaries, civil and ecclesiasticBL A guard of 
iritemen led the procession, escorting it to the bridge of San 
Angelo. 

In order not to be hemmed in by the tndn of the Dominican 
and to evade the crowd following in his wake, Alfonso deter^ 
mined to make a detour, when suddenly the thought flashed 
flirough his mind to seek the Dominican's hermitage on distant 
Aventine, there to await his return and to satisfy his mind 
tax the spot with regard to the rumors concerning the daughter 
of the Borgia. 

This sudden Inspiration somewhat relaxed the tendon of 
Ills mind, and Alfonso breathed more freely when, after 
traversing several narrow lanes, he came to the river not very 
far from the spot where, on a former occasion, he bad met 
Uisiuus OrsinL 

To reach the hermitage of Fra Bruno Lanfraochl, Alfonso 
determined to hire a boat, which would convey him more 
speedily to his destination than if he endeavored to make his 
way through the crowds, which offered at times serious 
obstacles to his advance. 

After giving the usual signal, only one little boat appeared, 
whose owner seemed to be asleep In despair of custom, for 
it was not until the whistle was repeated more shrilly, that 
he set his oars in motion and came slowly over the water. 

It was one of those barges common on the Tiber, used for 
transporting fruits and vegetables and other li^t merchandise. 
It was built on a pattern probably In use In the days of the 
first Tarquin. The prow was high and curved, ornamented 
with rude carvings, the rudder broad, the oars of classical 
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sqiutness. The old man who rowed it seemed by exposura 
dried and hardened into some sort of wood, but that the 
expression of discontent and gloom in his visage belonged too 
much to the flesh. 

Alfonso stepped into the boat without exchanging a word 
with his equally taciturn Cliaron. Only after the latter had 
taken his place at the rudder, he said: 

" To the Aventine." 

The boatman immediately splashed his oars, and slowly 
the boat floated out into midatream. By degrees the shores 
widened into the elbow-lilre bend of the Tiber below the 
Capitoline and the island of San Bartolomeo hove in sight. 
Beyond that the river takes another wide curve, bathing the 
base <tf the mount of ruins, — fbe Aventine. £ven from that 
distance colossal relics of endent grandeur, shattered walls, 
naked porticoes, wildernesses <tf broken arches and solitary 
columns could be discerned amidst woods and wild vegetation, 
which had arisen as if to reassert their ancient possession of 
the deserted site. The moonlight bathed the spires and 
cupolas <A the church of San Bartolomeo, revealing old houses 
with loggias and balconiea, fragments of ancient ruins, and 
the dark green foliage of hanging gardens. 

Alfonso's observation had for some time wandered from the 
boatman, as he was surveying the opposite shores with the 
curiosity of a stranger, when from the church of San Glfolamo 
resounded the Angelus. 

The old boatman immediately dropped his oars, muttering 
numerous Avee and Pater Nosters, and the baige continued 
to drift sloviy without the oar. For a moment Alfonso was 
inclined to attribute the boatman's action to some failing 
of the old man's reason, the more so as his repeated questions 
received no response. Dreading at last lest the barge might 
upset, Alfonso was about to grasp the oars and to bestir him- 
self to his task, when the old boatman anticipated his intent 
ii8 
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" It is heie the dube of Gandia was assassliiated," he 
stammered, in tesponse to Alfonso's silent query. 

" The duke of Gandial " ezclaimed Alfonso, staring aghast. 
** Were you a witness <rf the duke's death? " he queatioiied 
guardedly, not to arouse the ferryman's suspicion. 

The latter, dropping his oars for an instant, made the sign 
at the cross; then he replied, shuddering: 

** I saw the duke of Gandia's body thrown into the livnr." 

" But how chanced it? " 

The boatman shook his head mournfully. 

" Ah, my lord, I was not always so gloomy a man as to 
make peo^de misdoubt me, but as full of songs and cheer as 
any other. But everything has gone wrong wiUi me since 
that night, that nightl Since then I have been shunned like 
the pestilence by all but strangers; — no Roman will be seen 
in my boat And all for being so tired, that I forgot my 
deTOticms and to count my beads to the Saint ci the 
Ships." 

" Tell me the story, for we have heard varloos reports 
in our northern provinces, whence I come, as your well- 
trained ear has no doubt long informed you," said Alfonso 
with an anxiety which he tried carefully to suppress. 

" Why, you must know, my lord, it was some such night as 
flijs, only it was on a Wednesday," replied the old man, bis 
suppressedsorrowssuddenly breaking forth into garrulonsness. 
" I had unloaded some wood, yonder, near the Jewish quarter, 
and was resting in my boat as veil as I could for the watch 
I was bound to teep, that nobody else should load what I 
had unloaded. And by the paling of the stars I saw — 
would to all the saints I had been asleep — I saw coming 
out of the lane to the left of the church of San Girolamo, ora 
pro nobisi two men into the open square — on foot — 
who, by tbeii skulking manner, showed that they weie Aeie 
just to find out if there was anybody else." 
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" Have you ao recollection of tiielr persona? " iuteirupted 

Alfonso eagerly. 

The boatman shook his head. 

" They wore black masks," he continued dismally. " Hav- 
ing explored in every direction and seen not a living soul, — 
for your lordship may believe that I dared scarcely move 
underneath the sail-cloth with which I had covered myself 
against the dew, — they returned up the same lane. ShorUy 
after two others came out, who used the same precaution. Dis- 
covering nothing to alarm them, they gave a signal, iriiich 
seemed to summon their companions, and then, and then—" 

The old man paused, and shudderingjy muttered an Ave. 

" And then? " inquired Alfonso breathlessly. 

" And then out of the lane there came first a man upon 
a black horse. On the crupper he carried the body of a 
COTpse, head and arms svringing on one side, feet on the 
other. And the two men who had come in the first place to 
see how the land lay, propped it on either side, lest it should 
sUde off." 

" And then? " Alfonso interrupted the boatman, who had 
paused as if trying to recall the particulars. 

For a moment his passenger's urgency caused the old 
man to glance at him with suspicion, but dispelling the mood, 
he continued gloomily: 

" These three advanced to the river, the other two remaining 
to guard the lane." 

The boatman turned in his seat, pointing witii the thumb 
of his right hand over his shoulder. 

" Yonder, your lordship, is the mouth of the city sinks. 
Now, just above the arches of the sewers, he who was on 
horseback turned the crupper to the water. The two who 
were on each side of him sei2ed the carcass, one by the arms, 
the other by the legs, and, after swinging it backward and 
forward once or twice, they tossed it headlong into the river. 
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Then he who was on hoiseback inqoired whether it wu 
done, — without turning his head, as if to shun the horror 
of tlie sight When they replied ' Tes * — he whirled liis horse 
about and turned his face to the river." 

" And his face? Do you remember his face? " questioned 
Alfonso so breathlessly that the old man paused affrighted. 

" I have already told your excellency," he replied peevishly, 
" and so may San Bartolomeo send me bread or not, — that 
I dared not look at it lest the horseman's eyes, which blazed 
like fiery coals, should meet mine. For there is something 
strange about eyes, your lordship. One always feels when one 
is looked at But seeing tlie dead man's mantle float on the 
water, he asted what black, swimming thing that was. 
Whereupon one answered, — one answered — " 

" What? " exclaimed Alfonso impatiently. 

The boatman shook his head. 

" I forget what he answered. I think he said: * Eminence, 
the mantlet* But not It could not have been Eminence — 
it must have been Excellence, — ' Excellence, the mantlet ' — 
Ay, — it was Excellence!" said the old man confusedly. 
" Whereupon one of them cast a heavy stone upon it, which 
made it sink to the bottom, and, when there was no longer 
a bubble to be seen, — there came a woman screaming down 
the narrow lane which leads to San Girolamo. And this is 
all I saw, — " 

*' But the woman — the woman? " exclaimed Alfonso, 
foi^tting all caution in his anxiety. " What was tlie color 
of her hair? " 

" I did not see her hair," replied the old man gruffly. , 
" Why should I notice her hair? " 

" But you must have noticed the color <^ her hairl " 
Alfonso insisted. " Tell me, old man, and I will make it 
worth your while. Was not her hair golden like that of the 
women of the nortbH " 
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" I cau^t but a glance of it, your lordBhip, like an owl's of 
die moon. But now that you speak <rf it, — oi & sure it was 
gdden, — or black, — for the horsenum's band looted very 
vMtB as he seized bsx by it, twisting his hand in it," replied 
the boatman, with hopeless coutradiction. 

There was a pause, during which the Hospitaller vainly 
endeavored to appear calm and to conceal his emotions, which 
the ferrjrman's tale had aroused within him. 

" When was the body found? " he questioned at last irith 
outward calm. 

The old tnmi sighed. 

" It ms not found till Friday, when it was washed ashoie 
at the bridge of San Angelo." 

" And did you not report the matter to the authorities or 
to his Holiness? " 

The boatman smiled grimly. 

" When you have seen as many dead bodies float down the 
rivOT as I have, without a word being said about it, you will 
mind your own business, as I did, — for a tlmel Fool that 
I wasi When I heard the quality of him who had been foully 
dealt with, thinking of earning a liberal reward for myself, 
I carried the news to his Holiness, telling him of what I had 
seen." 

" And what did his Holiness reply? " 

" There was another who replied in his stead, his En>iiience, 
Cardinal Valentinol " 

" Cesare Borgial " exclaimed Alfonso, aghast 

The boatman nodded. 

" The samel And for five crowns I mined myself, — for 
fliat was what be gave to me and said, it was too much for 
a drunkard^ dream. Could I indeed have given them any 
clue to the assassins I might have made my fortune, for his 
Holiaees and Donna Lucrezia were sheer mad with grief I 
And yet, — it was perchance well as it happened! For if 
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the perpetrators of the deed, whoeTOT the; were, would have 
thot^t that I could betray them, the; would have cut 
m; throat long ago. Yet it is very hard to be shunned like 
the plague for another's crime 1 " 

A heavy silence fell between them. 

Alfonso had resumed his seat while the old boatman tugged 
at the oais. 

All that he had just learned pointed unmistakably to the 
duke of Romagna as the assassin of his llt-fated brother. 
So stupendous was the tale, unadorned and unembelUshed 
with the usual accessories of ^e story-teller's art, (hat Alfonso 
felt as one dazed with a heavy blow. Then everything 
seemed clear to him, even to the cause of the deed, — jealousyl 
But the woman? The boatman's contradictory account bad 
intensified Alfonso's doubts and misgivings. 

Yet there was but one to whom the dark insinuations 
pointed, tenaciously though her name bad been withheld. 
There was, to Alfonso's mind, but one woman in the Patri- 
mony of St. Peter, yea, in all the world, the instigator, abettor 
or victim of this heinous crime, and her share in the guilt 
was equally great, however the accusation was framed. 

The voice of the boatman, informing him that they were 
approaching the base (^ the Aventine, at last roused him 
from his reveries. 

A sudden thought seemed to strike Alfonso. 

" Deem you not, old man, that, if the truth were known, 
the assassin, no matter how high his station, revealed, and 
the murder avenged, the soul of the duke of Gandia would 
be at rest? " 

The boatman pondered awhile, then he shook his head. 

" Misfortune makes men doubt. Who could accomplish 
his salvation? " 

" Perhaps yourself I " 

The old ferryman chuckled bitterly. 
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" But how? Since I cannot even buy masses to keep my 
own out of purgatiay? " 

" I will show you the way, old man, — to save your own 
and his. Here is a pmse for you, enough to make up Iot 
many passengers you missed to-night But in return take 
this advice: do not tell your tale to any one else untU we meet 
againl Ton might not always find such honest listenersl " 

The boatman accepted Alfonso's gift, muttering profuse 
thanks, and, the barge having touched the shore, the prince 
of Ferrara alighted. After having taken leave of the old man, 
the latter rowed his craft out into mid-river, and Alfonso 
watched it until it had grown scarcely perceptible, and finally 
disappeared in the moon-nnstB. 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE MONK OP THE AVBNTINB 

FTER parting from the boat- 
man Alfonso paused a few 
moments irresolutely at the 
base of the Aventine. At 
this moment the measured 
cadence of distant convent 
bells came swinging and peal- 
ing through the stillness, smit- 
ing the air with soft or loud 
resonance, according as the 
faint breeze, springing up and dying down, wafted the sounds 
towards him. For a moment he listened absenUy. Then, 
shaking off all hesitation, he determined to carry out his 
design. 

Taking wliat he believed to be the direction he had followed 
on a former occasion, Alfonso hastened his steps, and at 
UngOi reached a scattered suburb of mean cottages. Sud- 
denly he beheld two men emerging from a lane, pausing but 
a short distance away. A quick sense of danger prompted 
Alfonso to seek the shadow of an archway, hoping that the 
two WOTthles would continue their perambulation. 
This they did not do. 

" And the monk who caused the disturbance escaped? " 
the tell«- of the two, who was wrapt in a black mantle, 
addressed his companion. 

At the sound of the voice Alfonso paled. 
Before him stood the duke of Romagna. 
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" And who should escape but the monk?" replied his 
companion. 

" Where has he taken refuge? " 

*' Refuge? Why should Fra Bruno take refuge? " gnnried 
the individual, whose coarse garb, broad hat and broken 
dialect denoted him one of the roving worthies of the Patri* 
mony of St. Peter. " Unless, indeed," he continued, " it 
weie from the envy of his thick skulled brethren, which 
iias driven him to dwell, a hermit, in the ruins of the 
baths on Mount Aventine, whither he has gone for the 
night" 

"Mount Aventine) " exclaimed the Boigia, with real or 
assumed surprise. " Surely he has not gone alone to that 
desert He is in danger, if he has no other company." 

" He is worse than alonet For he has,for his companion, 
a fat win»-bibbing friar who will sizzle in hell some fine day, 
if he is sober enou^ to discover iti " 

" Then Providence favors our plansl Are you familiar 
frith his haunts? " said the dtiks with some enthusiasm. 

" With every rat hole and gallipot hereabouts, where the 
devil singes old women's beards." 

" Have you been to confession lately? " 

" The road to hell is paved with good intentionsi I am 
an honest rogue, your grace; I would go unencumbered) " 

" Now, by the fisherman's teys, you must to confession, 
Ruffo) And this very nightl " 

" This very night? " growled the pseudo-peasant, with a 
suspicious leer at his interlocutor. " Which means that your 
grace intends dispensing with my snvices? " 

" Nay, I would but have you discover the saint's road to 
heaveul" 

*' In the vernacular, your grace? " 

The bravo supplied the rest irith a gesture. 

Cesaie nodded. 
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" You know the road to Aventine. After Fra Bruno has 
alMOlved you, return to me — " 

Here Cesare's hand went out and touched the hilt of the 
peasant's dagger. Something like a grunt came from the 
bravo'fr lips; then there was a silence and the two walked 
away together. 

Well cognizant of his own danger, should his presence be 
revealed to either of the two, Alfonso waited until they 
had moved away sufficiently for him to venture from his 
concealment. Then, following cautiously, he stepped out 
into the dark lane, impelled by the double purpose of foiling 
the duke's designs, either by intercepting his instrument 
or by warning the monk. But, as they suddenly rounded a 
comer, Alfonso lost sight of them, and, when he arrived at 
the turning, tbey had disappeared completely. 

Chafing at the delay, Alfonso swiftly proceeded on his way 
until he arrived in the region in which the baths of Caracalla 
ai9 scattered. Then he paused irresolutely amongst a wil- 
demesB of scattered arches. The hopelessness of searching 
tcx Fra Bruno among those tremendous ruins swept over 
Alfonso, when he perceived a shadow gliding out of them, 
as if going towards the city. Thinking that it might prove 
some follower of the monk, or some peasant acquainted with 
the locality, he hastened to meet the stranger, who came on 
muttering and crossing himself as if engaged in prajwr. And 
so completely absorbed in his devotions was he that he took 
no notice of the other until he was within a few paces of him, 
when Alfonso's sudden appearance excited such a terror 
in ttie beholder, that he uttered a terrific yell and fled. But, 
in that instant, Alfonso had recognized the bravo, and was 
about to rush off in pursuit of him, when a light appeared 
among the ruins, and a voice quavering with alarm, rang 
out: 

" What ails thee, brother? " 
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Alfonso dreaded lest the mischief he had come to ^vent 
had already beea done, but feeling secure that the bravo's 
terror would eftectlTely prevent his return, he pushed onward 
through die tangled underbrush and discerned the rotund 
countenance ctf a monk in a russet garb, by the glare of a 
torch which he carried. 

" I thought I heard a cry of distress," gasped the friar, 
staring aghast and regarding Alfonso with mingled fear and 
suspicion. 

" Know you aught of Ft& Bruno? " demanded the 
latter. " Is he well or has aught happened to him? " 

" Oh, good sir I Surely you are sot he, ctf whom it is written, 
that he goeth about and seeketh whom he devoureth, come 
to destroy so peerless a vessel of light as my dear master. 
The Holy \^rgin protect usi " wailed the monk, quaking in 
every limb. 

** Rather to save him from those who would extinguish 
the light) " exclaimed Atfooso. " But whence came that 
villain who but now passed me? " 

" From confession with my blessed master, the ^ory and 
ornament of our order," said tiie friar, breathlessly. 

<< If yonder assassin has been with the good father, — he 
is dead) " Alfonso burst forth. " I have come too latel " 

*'Sancta Maria, mater Deil " shrieked the monk, falling 
on his knees. 

" trpl Lead me to your master! " Alfonso cried, gripping 
the monk so sternly by the shoulder that he mechanically 
obeyed, leading the way, half running, half stumbling through 
the central masses of ruins, beneath shattered arches and 
porticoes. Once or twice they starred a sleeping goat in 
the aisles of the ruins, or an owl flew with a wild hoot over 
the monk's torch. At last they reached the main entrance 
of the baths, judging by the remains of the magnificent 
columns before it, ascended a flight <rf broten, grass-grown 
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Btepe, and Alfonso's companion lighted the way through a 
series of desolate chambeis until he anived before a clumsy 
oaken door. This the monk pushed open hurriedly, admitting 
his companion into a chamber which at one time had served 
as one of the principal baths, but had now undergone a 
gingiilT change into a hermitage. The dying embers of a 
fire, tot^ther with the monk's torch, revealed parchments and, 
tomes oddly mixed with crosses and scourges, rude drawings 
of the Virgin and saints, culinary implements, two beds, or 
rather, layers of rushes, a massive block of stone for a table 
and a seat of the same crude materiaL 

Without pauring to note these details Alfonso followed 
Fra Biccocco across the chamber to an opposite door, through 
an opening of which a square inclosuie of ruins appeared. 
the friar called his superior's name, but no one replied. 
Again and again ttie monk called, and at last his voice brote. 

" He was my teacher, my masterl " he sobbed. " Ah, 
little did I think when he mounted these stairs, that he was 
going only so far on his way to heavenl " 

" What stairs? " exclaimed Alfonso, snatching the torch 
from the monk's trembling hand. Throwing the light up- 
ward he perceived the remains of a flight of stairs overhung 
by a tree and diverse bushes which mantled the desolation. 

" Hiff lamp is still burning though his own life has been 
blown out by the devil's breadi," moaned the friar, looking 
up. 

" There Is blood on these stepsi " exclaimed Alfonso, 
passing his torch over some dark dots on the weeds which 
{^tened In the smoky flare. " I will investigate! U you fear 
for your own safety, stay belowl " 

And, without waiting the reply of his guide, Alfonso 
quickly mounted tbe steps and emerged on a platform, while 
Fra Biccocco was Invokiiig ttie name of all the saJntB in the 
calendar. 
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The ray of light streaming through a perforation directly in 
frost, guided Alfonso to the sanctum of Fra Bruno. But in 
his eagerness he was nearly precipitated into a chasm, separa- 
ting him from his goal, before he perceived that it was neces- 
sary to make a slight detour, to reach the chamber in safety. 
He arrived immediately before the aperture through whidi 
the light streamed, and, raising himself on tiptoe, peered 
into the chamber, expecting to gaze upon a scene of homff. 

But it was not so. 

It was a large chamber strewn with many curious parch- 
ments. In the centre stood a table covered with boohs and 
writing materials and directly in front was an altar decorated 
with aingiiiiir tBste, draped with magnificently embroidered 
velvet. An ivn-y crudfiz was suspended above the altar, 
and before it knelt the monk. Such was the ecstasy of his 
devotion, that it seemed as if an earthquake could scarcely 
have disturbed him. He was praying aloud, and partly from 
awe, partly ft-om curiosity, Alfonso Ustened. The monk's 
prayer seemed to be a rhapsody of thanksgiving for the 
escouragemeat he had received from Heaves is overcoming 
the weakness of the flesh, and the strength bestowed uptm 
him' for the execution of some great task at hand. But it 
struck Alfonso's ever alert ear that in the course of this rapt 
overflow he more than once discerned the name of Lucrezla 
Borgia. 

So mundane a word broke the spell, yet it was with in- 
creased faith in the monk, whom in his supposed solitude he 
beheld more devout than in the presence of his admirers, that 
Alfonso looked round for some entrance to his cell. This 
was easily found, being but a narrow archway without a 
door, through irtiich the belated visitor boldly stepped. 

As he did so the monk started, glanced up and hastily 

arose. For a moment his sallow cheeks grew paler still, and 

his right hand convulsively grasped the rope of his girdle, 
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as if he expected to find some weapon there. Then a spas- 
modic smile flitted across his countenance, and folding his 
arms over his breast, he said: 

"Stiikel Since this is the only redemption Heaven can 
grant my struggling soull " 

" My errand is a peaceful one*" replied Alfonso, " despite 
the lateness of the hour. I came here to warn you of a grave 
danger which threatened you, — and I feared it was too late." 

The monk started at the words of the speaker, whose 
mffttiing seemed to flash through his understanding. 

" I thank you, noble strangK-, whatever may be your 
namel But believe me, instead of slaying me, he came to 
Implore my forgiveness and confess his crime, concealing 
only the name of its instigator, which I can freely guess, 
^ce it was not the fiend himself." 

" Then the bravo has confessed the crime he meditated 
against youl " exclaimed the monk's visitor. " But what bad 
you done to offend liis patron, who appears to be a person 
of high degree, that he should clamor for your blood? " 

" He knows that I know," replied the monk enigmati- 
cally. 

" From what I oTerheard, he appeared to be some irritated 
lover or husband, accusing you of having caused a divorce 
and strongly impeaching your motives in the matter," replied 
Alfonso tentatively. 

" A divorce? And who that finds a poisonous insect in a 
matchless flow^ would not crush it under his heel? " said 
the monk, some color mantling his pale feattura. " I am 
proud to acknowledge the offence, and, since you gaze on me 
so earnestly, I will even add, — but the secrets of the con- 
fes^nal are sacred." 

" In that event," mused Alfonso, whose suspicions began 

to darken against tbe monk, " it behooves you to take some 

measures against the scandals, which your enemies are 
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scattering, insinuating that your interference was prompted 
by an unholy passion tcx your beautiful confesslODistl " 

" Hal And who will belioTe such a tale of a world-weary 
recluse, whose life has been one long agony and despah", 
and of a woman in the full flush and glow of youth and beauty, 
whose bosom pants more restlessly tor pteasure than the 
golden seas of Italy to reach their sunny shies? " replied the 
monk, a hectic flush crimsoning his face. 

*' Nevertheless, — whether women are, as their eulogists 
affirm, of a finer and more spiritual essence than men, or, 
whetlier, as others maintain, their mental inferiority disposes 
them to an extravagant admiration of intellect, — it is 
certain that women have ever been more subject to its magic 
than men," returned the monk's subtle visitor. " In such a 
love there were no guilt but a foretaste of that in heaven." 

" Fire and clay are too closely kneaded in humanity, — 
the dross and the gold! The soul is debased to the qualities 
of its earthly habitation, the immortal is enslaved by the 
dust," said the friar, with great bitterness. " Say what the 
PlatonistB may, man is more than half beast. If his mind ever 
dwells on his spiritual part, it is only when he sounds those 
infinite longings within himself, which his bestial enjoyments 
mock with momentary glimpses of fulfilment. Yet the love 
of which you speak, spiritual and pure as the soul, might be 
eternal too, might be the love of the blessed, were it returned. 
But women, say wliat you will of their reverence of mind, 
understand not love lilre tltisl They may revere the mind, — 
but they love the carcass." 

" Yet they are happy who speak thus from observation, 
not experience," replied Alfonso, coucluiUng that it was 
jealousy which thus bitterly tinged the monk's discourse. 

" They only, of all creatures rational, have looked into the 

diseased heart of humanity with a mediciner's eye," said the 

monk more calmly. " But this is not the pdntl It seems I 
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owe you my life and should thank yoo for it; nor will I 
tell you how little I value it, lest you think that I underrate 
the gratitude I owe you." 

" Speak not of gratitude, father, for I intend that yon 
shall soon overpay me," returned Alfonso. *' So violent an 
end would have been ill befitting a life so calm and passionless 
as yours." 

" Calm and passionleas," nodded the monk repeatedly. 
" Calm and passionless! So is the exhausted crater of a 
volcano. You said that it was in my power to somewhat 
repay you? " 

" I Mid so, and yet I hardly know how to shape my ques- 
tion. But, at least, I may confide in your secrecy? " said 
Alfonso, who, with all his subtlety, found himself at a loss 
how to begin. 

The ouMik pointed emphatically to the crudflz above his 
altai. 

" Tour words are safe as in the confessional.** 

" Then, father, I would know whether it is damnable for 
one to endeavor to ascertain matters, which, being known, 
would tend to the destruction of the church by destroying 
the reverence due Ite ministers and servante? " said 
Alfonso. 

" Truth is the rock on which the church is founded," 
replied the monk after a momentary sHenoe, whUe a strange 
expression passed over his countenance. " But irtut is 
Truth?" 

" That, father, is the point, which, of all mankind yon alone 
perchance can answer," returned the monk's visitor. " Listen 
to me and I will reveal myself to you under the seal of your 
secrecy. I am the secret envoy of Alfonso of Ferraia, whose 
aversion to his sire's intention of wedding him to the daughter 
of the Borgia is so great that I am in Rome chiefly for the 
purpose to gather for him certain irrefutable proofs of her 
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monstrous guilt, to furnish him just cause for refusing the 
Bllisnoe. If truth cannot liarm the church, can certainties 
on these matters? " 

The monk had listened with profound attention, then he 
gazed at his interlocutor, and their eyes met in a concussion 
of thought from vhich both hastily withdrew them. 

The monk made no direct reply, which indeed Alfonso 
scarcely expected; but a gleam of satisfaction lighted his 
visage, as, after a brief silence, he said: 

" Strange indeedl But you have seen her and you persist 
in this, your black errand? " 

" Oh, she is fairer than lightl Could she but be cleared 
of the direful charges against her, Alfonso of Ferrara — it 
were not in humanity to resist such loveliness! " exclaimed 
the Hospitaller, involuntarily yielding to his enthusiasm. 

" Indeed, — indeed, I know not that," replied the Domini- 
can hurriedly. " But by what means do you hope to obtain 
the information you seek? " 

" I am answered soffldently by your covert refusal," 
said Alfonso, staring hard at the monk. 

" As yet I have said nothing," replied the friar. " But 
what is the nature of the impeachment? " 

Alfonso laughed aloud. 

'* Are you alone, father, ignorant of the whisperings heard 
all over Italy? " he replied irith enforced calm, shuddering 
at the Impossibility <^ putting his suspicions into plain 
language. 

" Who can doubt," said Fra Bruno, " that there is some 
dark power, surrounding her with an atmosphere of death, 
of facility? Some secret a^ncy, which, like the mandraka 
near the treasure, blasts with its poison breath all who ap- 
proach? " 

" But the charm were broken if Donna Lucrezia weds the 
heir of the Orsinl? " returned the Hospitaller. 
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" The marriage fixes her in Rome," replied the Dominican, 
with so dark a glance, that it suddenly struck Alfonso he 
might be thus prompting and seconding his suspicions, in 
dread of the alleged possibility of a change in the resolutions 
of the prince of Ferrara. 

" But if the Pontifi was sincere in his urgent proposals 
to Duke ErcoU, he intended her to leave Rome forever," he 
replied. 

" And if the sky above us should fall, it would cover many 
an iniquity," said the monk irritably. " The Orsino himself 
has just escaped from some dire peril, yet I know that Donna 
Lucrezia has no manner of Hiring for him gnd yields simply 
to the pressure brought to bear upon her." 

*' And it has been whispered, father," returned the Hos- 
pitqller, " that Paolo Orsino escaped partly by your aid, — 
for are you not yourself the Dominican who guided the 
rescuing party to the cavern where the Orsino was chained 
to a rock? " 

Fra Bnmo looked for a moment much disconcerted, but 
the conviction in the eye of his questioner was not to be Ug^fly 
shaken. 

" What if I admit so much? " he replied at last. 

This very concession increased Alfonso's suspicion, as his 
memory reverted to the account he had received of the monk 
directing a rescuing party to a monastery, where the dute of 
Romagna was spending the night, with a force quite ade- 
quate to foil their intentions and to expose them to great 
hazard. 

" I am answered sufficiently, if you tell me that Cesare 
intended the destruction of the Orsino, — now that his own 
straits so urgeatly prompt the alliance," said Alfonso, after 
a pause. 

" And this question I may not answer," repHed the Do- 
minican. 
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" Evenif Itell you that it was Cesore himself who attempted 
yoor life to-night? " said Alfonso, thrown off his guard by 
his own Tehemence. 

" As ! have said, I cannot answer you on this point," 
replied the Dominican calmly. 

" Yet at least in the matter of my spiritual doubt — " 
urged Alfonso. 

" Tempt me no morel " exclaimed the monk, with sudden 
wildness. " Tempt me no morel " 

" I tempt you to no sin, but rather to a saintly work, 
redeeming, perchance, a fated soul from the snares of the 
devU," returned Alfonso. 

" Then listen, and judge iHwther I am indeed the oracle 
you deem mel " replied Fra Bruno. " ^ar me, the great 
light of Uw churcli, the disciple of Savonarola, when I confess 
to yon that I Itnow not, in my own work, whether I am 
inspired by God or the devil, whether, when exposing the 
abuses of Christianity, I am not undermining the whole 
, fabric, — wheUier I am not a destroyer rather than a re- 
\|ormer; whether tfie denunciations I am about to deliver 
to-morrow before assembled Christendom are prompted by 
^aven or by ^UI " 

" They do not err, then, who ascribe to you some taint of 
the heiwies of Savonarola? " said AlfooBO, shrinking from 
the monk. 

" Savonarola deserted Heaven, — not Heaven Savonarola," 
replied the monk; then he continued as if soliloquizing: 

** But who says I lack signs to support me in my task? 
Wliat if revenge was the first promptii^? Did not the dream 
visit me in my youth, when my soul was pure? Is it not 
against every yearning of tbe flesh, every hope of earthly 
recompense, in defiance of every temptation, that I wear 
this funereal garb? Have I not been preserved by a miracle 
this very night, a miracle no less for having been wrought by 
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hnman agency? Is not my soul set at rest on its stonniest 
beadUnd even by — " 

Ha brote off as if waldiig from a dream. 

" Then, father confessor, you avow yon con give me no - 
assistance in brightening the reputation of your beautiful 
penitent? " said Alfonso. 

" Again, — of what do you accuse her? ** returned the 
monk, with a piercing glance. 

" Ja it possible to be a ttiing mott vile, than these lines 
declare her," said Alfonso, and glad to shroud his m^wpiFig in 
a language which, being dead, could not blush, he repeated 
Sannazzaro's lines, which haunted his memory: 



" And having seen her, you believe? " said Fra Bruno, 
gazing with strange eagerness and incredulity at his listener. 

" Having seen, I believe the more," returned Alfonso with 
at least equal anxiety. 

" Why then — beUevel " said Fra Bruno, arising from his 
seat to indicate that the interview was ended. 

A shock of HgtittiJTig entering his frame could scarcely 
have vibrated more fearfully through every nerve of Alfonso, 
than these terrible words, which confirmed his worst fears, 
from the lipe of tiie confessor of Luciezia Borgia. His emotion 
was not lost on the friar, who, however, only turned coldly 
away and said: 

" Yon saved my Hfel I have now put you in the way of 
meriting the Ihanks of your munificent prince, due to a 
successful ambassador! " 

Alfonso endeavored to summon energy to utter his thanks 

with composure, when luckily, as he began to speak, a 

hysterical outburst of joy mingled with sobs and exclamations 

of delight startled them both. Fra Biccocco appeared crairiing 
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in at the doorway on his hands and knees, having at lengfli 
summoned courage to ascend and learn the worst 

Quieting the emotions of his faithful attendant with a few 
words of kindly lebute, Fra Bruno turned to Alfonso and 
asked him if he would accept such poor accommodations tot 
the night as his hermitage afforded. 

" It were dangerous to repass desert Aventine at this late 
hour," be said, with a melancholy smile, " and while, indeed, 
I cannot play the host, — for I must prepare for to-morrow's 
task, — Fra Biccocco is a better convoy to good cheer than 
his Buperiorl " 

In the hope of learning something of Fra Bnmo's past 
from his loquacious attendant, Alfonso consented with many 
tfumks, and, after hanng bestowed his blessing upon him, 
the Dominican requested his famulus to guide his guest to 
the chamber below. 

His surprise at the delicacies set before him by the loquft- 
dous friar, who bestirred himself anxiously to promote his 
comfort, knew no bounds when Biccocco informed him, that 
they had been sent to his master by Lucrezia Borgia. They 
were of an excellence that well supported the assertion, and, 
while partaking of them with a heavy heart, he listened 
eagerly to Biccocco's panegyrics on the favor enjoyed by his 
master with Donna Lucrezia. Yet, by an ama-rinfr contradio- 
tion, Alfonso had become possessed with the frenzied notion, 
that the Dominican had motives of jealousy prompting his re- 
velations to him in the character ctf envoy of the Prince of 
Ferrara. For some time he listened to Biccocco's discourse, 
but at last he began to do justice to the viands, while two 
immense tankards seemed to hold out promise of such revela- 
tions as Alfonso mostly desired. Many curious particulars 
of the Ufe and manners of the Dominican, whom he evidently 
looked upon as a man destined to be first pontiff, then canon- 
ized saint, did Fra Biccocco relate. And almost every atiec- 
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dote he heard raised conflicting doubts and opinions in the 
mind of Alfonso. 

It appeared that Fra Bruno was a native of Spain, although 
his patronymic of Lanfranchi would seem to mark at least 
Italian parentage. At all events be bad resided for many 
years in that country, engaged, it was thought, in the study 
of physics, in which science the Moorish and Jewish schools 
of the South were then renowned, and which was still his 
favorite relaxation from the more profound theological pur- 
suits. 

Biccocco related that in the midst of bis mundane studies 
Fra Bruno bad suddenly become a monk. During the time 
of Savonarola's mission in Florence be had been one of bis 
most zealous disciples, and, so far from being daunted by the 
disastrous fate of his superior, and the dispersion of his sect, 
he had come to Rome, there to begin the promulgation of his 
theories. Fortunately, to save him from the consetiuences 
of his daring, it had pleased Donna Lucrezia, oppressed with 
sorrow on account of her tmhappy union with the lord of 
Pesaro, to seek his advice and consolation. Shortly after 
followed the divorce and the appointment of Fra Bruno to 
the ofiSce of confessor, to the great wrath and disappointment 
of half a score of loftier pretendants. 

Alfonso thou^t there ml^t have been as much policy 
as piety in the arrangement, for Biccocco unguardedly 
acknowledged, that the duties of his new office took up so 
much of his time, that the friar discontinued for a time bis 
public arraignment of abuses. But he frequently attempted 
to retign it, and, finding that bis entreaties were disregarded, 
finally left Rome on a pilgrimage to Jerusalem, on which 
Biccocco accompanied him. He returned to Rome amidst the 
rejoidngs which attended the marriage of Donna Lucrezia 
with the Prince of Salemo. The dark and terrible catastrophe, 
following this union, turned all ber thoughts again to devotion, 
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and, much to the annoyance of tiie Dominican, she sought him 
out personally to entreat him to resume his office. Biccocco 
was present at the scene and minutely detailed his master's 
steady refusals and the earnest supplications of the penitent 
But what principally struck Alfonso was, that the ascetic 
reproached her with her second marriage as a crime aMn to 
adultery, on which the vengeance of ^aven had fallen. 
Finally his obstinacy was overcome by her submission and 
entreaties; but he had not desisted from his labors of reform, 
and from his informant's words Alfonso gleaned that some- 
thing extraordinary was to happen on the following day, 
when Fra Bruno was to dehver a sermon at St. Peter's. 

Time wore away in the long discourse, and it was with a 
start that the friar heard the remote bell of a monastery 
toll the miduight hour. Ss apologized to Alfonso for keeping 
him so long awake, when he doubtlessly desired to rest, then 
arose and busied himself with ammging the latter's resting 
place. This task performed to his satisfaction, he betook 
himself to his own heap, and, in a short time, not a sound 
disturbed the silence of the baths on Mount Aventine. 

Alfonso had hardly drifted to sleep when he was aroused 
by the sotmd of v(dces in the chamber above. The first 
thought that occurred to him was that the bravo bad 
returned to his unfinished task. 

Without waking Biccocco who would prove a greater 
hindrance than advantage, where the life of his master was 
concerned, Alfonso rose firom his improvised conch, and, 
after assuring himself of his weapon, crept towards tbt 
aperture, leading into the chamber above. Here he paused 
and listened, fearful of prematurely betraying his presence, 
but what he heard momentarily allayed his fears, though it 
aroused his curiosity, as to the quality of the belated visitor 
in the hermit's cell. 

It was the latter who spote. 
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" And if I refuse to sabtnlt? If I refuse to hold mj peace? 
If the infatuated monk, the son of perdition, nequisdmns 
onmipedum, prefeis to continue his denunciations? ** 

The v<dce of the other spealrer sounded dark and ominous. 

" Then yon have but yourself to blame for what may 
b^alL — Savonarola's death is still in the memory of men." 

" And — othersi " replied the monk. 

There was a sOence. Then the voice of Fra Bnino^ vidtor 
was audible, and Alfonso knew. 

" Monk, does not the reward tempt you? " 

" Return to those who have sent you, and tell them I 
defy theml As for Antichiist in the chair of St. Peter: we 
shall see whether he shall excommunicate me, or whetlwr it 
is I, who shall drive him from the place he has usurped by 
simony, a bribed Conclave, and the aid of the devill " 

Again there was silence. Again the monk's visitor spoke. 

" May I remind you, Fra Bruno, that I am charged wifli 
but a private mission? " 

The monk's voice became strident 

'* ITot alone to Rome, to the whole world will I proclaim 
the Infamous traflSc which has been proposed to me — choice 
between the cardinal's hat and the excommunication of the 
Curia Romana. Yea, the hour has come! I will force the 
tey of this unclean house, and shall raise the church, which 
has been slain, from its tomb. What need I your mitres, 
your cardinals' hatsl I will not drink from the cup of the 
devil!" 

There was a shuffling of steps. Alfonso's heart beat so 
loudly that he thought even peacefully sleeping Biccocco 
must hear it, as he prepared to rush upstairs, to save the 
monk, from what he imagined would be his last moment 

But the steps came in his direction, and the voice of the 
stranger sounded nearer. 

** Friar, remember, ere it is too late, that Lucifer, prince 
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of dierablm, and renowned for wisdom, was moved by wis- 
dom not to humility bat to pride, which cast him into belli " 

Alfonso dared not listen to Fra Bnmo's reply, if indeed be 
made any, for his visitor was departing and clearly choosing 
his way through the lower chamber. And no sooner had the 
Hospitaller regained his couch and assumed a semblance 
of sleep, than the latter emerged in the chamber and hJs 
lighted torch revealed him to be the dote of Roniagna. At 
the foot of the narrow stairs he paused, and, holding hiB 
torch aloft, glanced about the chamber with an ever present 
sense of suspicion. Fra Biccocco, who was snoring with 
averted face, did not seem to hold his attention; but when his 
eye fell on the person of the second sleeper he gave a sudden 
start. Cautiously approaching Alfonso who had now closed 
bis eyes and was breathing as regulaiiy as the throbbing of 
his heart would permit, Cesare Borgia held the torch above 
his face, then a smUe curved his lips as he left the chamber, 
and bis steps died away in the silence of the ruins. 

After ttie Borgia had departed, Alfonso Ustened for Fra 
Bruno's footstep. But all was silent In the chamber above. 
Yet it was a long time ere the Prince of Ferrara could compose 
himself to rest, tortured by doubts and dark misgivings of 
tlie days to come. 
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CHAPTER XIII 

A COLONNA! 

HE moining of the Jubilee 
dawned, and it was the dis- 
tant roar of cannon and toll- 
ing of bells from a thousand 
churches whicli startled the 
Hospitaller from a profound 
but dream-haunted sleep. 

The first object he beheld 
was Fra Bruno's associate 
who was boUing milk and at 
thesametimegrilUngafowlsplitinhalTesoverafiie. Alfonso 
could hardly forbear smiling at the profound gra^ty with 
which the friar performed his task, as if it were the most 
important in which one might be engaged. Hearing him 
stir the friar looked around and informed him tiiat Fra 
Bruno had already gone to join the procession of his order, 
leaving word Uuit his guest was not to be disturbed. Alfonso 
uttered moody thanks, and, while the monk put the breakfast 
in more active operation, he sallied forth from the ruins to 
bathe in the translucent stream which flowed near tbeta. 
On the way he was struck with the change which daylight 
produced on this region, so dismal and funereal by night. 
Millions of flowers of every variety bloomed in every crevice 
<rf the deserted chambers, on the summits of aerial arches, 
round the fallen columns, and filled the air with dewy perfume. 
Birds were singing, and the dark cypresses rose as verdant 
obelisks into the silvery blue of the sky. 
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Dtocontented «itfi himself and with all things, the balmy 
freshness of the morning air somewhat allayed Alfonso's 
irritation, and, when he returned to breakfast with the friar, 
he bad r^ained sufficient calm to observe the agitation of 
the foot monk. To his inquiries into the cause, the latter 
at first retomed an evauve reply. At last he confessed his 
apprehension lest his master should permit himself to be 
carried away by his holy zeal to such a degree as to 
bring down upon his head tiie vengeance of the PontitC and 
of Donna Lucrezla. But Blccocco declared, his eyes brimming 
with tears, that he doubted not but a visible miracle would be 
performed in his superior's behalf, if he incurred danger, and, 
therefore, he would hasten to join him as soon as breakfast 
was dispatched. 

A thought flashed upon Alfonso, that it was his hnoiriedge 
of Fra Bruno's dangerous designs, in a political sense, which 
had incited Cesare's attempt on his life. And, if Fra Bruno 
really Intended entering into open war with the Borgia, was 
it not certain tliat he could have no motive of jealousy to 
prompt his revelations of the previous olg^t? So important 
had the solution of this pi^t become to Alfonso that he 
would have accompanied Biccocco, had not weightier con- 
siderations restrained him. Therefore, feigning some excuse, 
he parted from him, where the road to the Forum branched 
off, the good monk bestowing on him his benediction and a 
consecrated branch of palm. 

It was in the ancient cathedral of Constantine, iriiere the 
grand mass of the Jubilee was to be celebrated. But vast as 
was its extent, only part of the immense crowds of pUgrims 
could be contained and the gates were thrown open to allow 
the great multitude which filled the square to share (he bene- 
fite and some of the glories of the spectacle. When Alfonso 
arrived on the IHazza, it appeared to him as a sea of heads, 
filled with multitudes of every land and costume, among 
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whom the Romans tfaenuelTsst by their paucity, seemed to 
be the foreigners. His tall stature and religious attire enabled 
him to cross the square and to establish himself near the 
steps of the cathedral 

The tolling of bells and the thunder of artillery soon an- 
oounced the approach of the pontifical procession. From 
tiw station he had chosen it appeared to Alfonso as one 
moving mass of dazzling glitter and sumptuous color. 

But amidst all the gorgeous splendor Alfonso at once 
noted the Pontiff, borne in his gilded chair under a superb 
canopy, surrounded by the customary retinue of bishops 
and cardinalB, his episcopal cope and the triple tiara glitter- 
ing with jewels, ezteading his hands in benediction as he 
advanced among the kneeling thousands towards the portals 
of St Peter's. 

Alfonso's heart beat heavily. There was now but one 
thought in his mind, filled with anxiety, bitterness and misery 
as it was: would Lucrezia be present at the high mass? 

It was indeed in vain that he tried to foster the dark in- 
sinuations of Fra Bruno; the splendor of this Italian morning 
Hght seemed to dissipate all phantoms of night, and, for a 
time, even those he harbored in his soul vanished before the 
remembered charms of the Pontiff's daughter, before the 
memory of the meeting at the Fountain of Trevi. 

But Alfonso's impatience was not to be gratified immedi- 
ately. An infinite array of offlciala followed in tlie wake of 
the Pontiff, then came the pilgrims of the highest rank, each 
nationality marching in separate divisions, garbed in the most 
diverdfied costumes. Then followed different orders ot 
monks and nuns, the former carrying torches, ibs latter, 
lighted tapers, though the morning sun flamed down upon 
the Piazza in blazing cataracts of light. 

These firatemities and sisterhoods filing apart before the 

portals of St Peter's, revealed the Borg^ court passing 
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down the passage made by their opening ranks, end Alfonso's 
heart beat almost audibly, as bis eye fell upon Lacrezia 
Borgia, whose approach was greeted by a tremendous shout 
from a hundred thousand voices. But almost at the same 
time he experienced a great pang of agony at the sight of her 
companions. For Lucrezia was walking between the duke 
of Gravina and Paolo Oisino, and Alfonso immediately 
noticed the nugniflcence of the latter's garb. While Paolo^ 
taste ran naturally to sombie colors, the young Ondno was 
now arrayed Uba a princely bridegroom. And he might 
in all trutti have appeared as such, had not his doleful conih- 
tenance belied the splendor <^ his garb. 

Lucrezia'B triumphant beauty, her bewitching smile, the 
lustre of her eyes, the sheen of her golden treesee had con- 
quered the hearts of alL The shadow of her evil repute 
seemed for the nonce to have vanished, the black raven 
seemed to have flapped its wings into the realms of night. 
Tet it iras not Ihe daughter of Rodrigo Borgia who attracted 
the eyes of connoisseurs of feminine loveliness, but Alex- 
ander's misttess, Julia Famese, who walked behind Lucrezia, 
between Geoffrey Boi^ and Donna Sanda, tbe latter^ 
spouse. 

&r eyes were clear and cold. Eter face was of the creamy 
pallor of Parian marble, in which the lips appeared as a 
small crimson wound. Every one felt instinctively, that 
to offend this woman meant death, that her slow melodious 
voice, loved and dreaded alike, would, with smiling lips, 
pronounce the doom of the condemned. Her witchlite beauty 
eirerdsed a strange spell over aU; it was the spell which had 
subdued the most indomitable spirit of the age, Alezander 
VL She wore a simple, yet magnificent gown of white 
damask, witfi long floating train borne by dx ladies of honor, 
and forming the most striking contrast possible to the dark- 
robed figure walking directly in her wake, Cesaie Borgia, 
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duke of Ronutgna, by the side of his bride, the sister of the 
French king. But Alfonso had eyes for none, save the woman 
irtiom fate had predestined to cross his life. 

Tb6 procession moTed on tintil the Pontiff reached the 
portals of the cathedral Tlien, alighting from his gilded 
chair, he faced the assembled multitudes with all the dignity 
and splendor befitting the Vicar of Christ upon earth, and 
pronounced the benediction over the kneeling thousands and 
thousands. Alfonso knelt with the rest; he knelt mechani- 
cally, obeying an impulse he could not resist. 

At last the shifting of the crowds apprised him that tlie 
Pontiff was about to enter the Basilica. But, be it to impress 
the world with the power and state of his house, be it to 
gratify the thousands who would be excluded from within, 
and thus in a manner deprived of the ceremony which was to 
usher in the great Jubilee, Alexander tarried befine the con- 
secrated portals. 

Suddenly a woman darted by the Pontiff from tlie dusk 
of the cathedral arches between Cesare Borgia and liis bride, 
whom she daslted aside, and, facing the dute of Romagna, 
site exclaimed: 

" Mine is the place by your side, Cesare, and I am lieie 
to take it) " 

For a long moment there was a petrified tilence. Every 
eye was riveted on this strange apparition, whose black garb, 
onadomed and unrelieved, enhanced the deadly pallor of 
her beautiful face. 

Cesare's face changed to livid hoes as he tamed to Hlgoe- 
lotto. 

"Who is tills woman iriio addresses os as famiUarly 
as she would her dog? Castellan, have you seen her be- 
fore?** 

The look which Cesare bestowed upon tiie captain of 

Castel San Angelo caused an ashen pallor to creep over 
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Bfignelotto's stony feftttms. Bia protntdlng eyes sttred 
dismally At the woman, as he muttered some inarticulate 
reply. 

The Coloima's face had changed to the iriiitenesa at 
lightning as she heard the dote's words. 

" Do you mean to deny me, Cesare? " she shrieked, witti 
blazing eyes. 

A sardonic lang^ came from the Borgia's lips. 

" In truth, fair lady," he lepUed with mock courtesy, 
" much as we are flattered by your fancy for our person, 
we fear you have chosen an unpropitious hour in which to- 
dedare your affection," 

^th a stifled outcry the woman drew back. 

" Are you mad, Cesare? " she cried, to the infinite amaze- 
ment of the Bor^an court. " Has waiting and watching so 
changed my beauty that yon do not know me? I am Flanuna 
Colonna, — your betrottied, — whom you haw promised to 
make your urife, — your queen — " 

A gasp ctf horror came from the lips oi the bystanders. 

" A Colonnal A Coloimal " 

The name wliich had once spread terror into the ranks ni 
papacy still held a secret dread. 

The sister ti King Louis of France looked helplessly about 
and seemed tearfully to invoke the intervention (rf the PontifF. 
But Alexander himself was too utterly dazed and bewildered 
to exercise his paternal or pontifical authority. 

The dxUte of Romagna's eyes gleamed like coals into Qte 
set features <rf Fiamma. For a moment he seemed to regard 
her curiously, then he exclaimed irith a t^rible lau^: 

" Ha, woman 1 I know you now t You are the Coloima, ttie 
leman of Sultan Zem, under tlie ban cf the church for prao- 
tising unholy witchcraft! Bliguelottol Seize her in Ute name 
of the holy Consistoryl " 

Her white Iiands clenched, the Colonna drew back at these 
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wards of fbe dake, as if about to spring at him, while Migue- 
lotto, by no means at his ease, stepped forward to execute 
Cesare's behest 

But liardly had his hand gone out, irtien a dark figure 
rushed between the Catalan and his intended victim, and 
so terrific waa the blow which Alfonso's mailed fist dealt 
tiie Catalan that he fell as if struck by a mace, and lay bleed- 
ing and senseless on the ground. 

" WhatI The holy knight, — the knight of St John, — 
the woman heterl " exclaimed Cesaie, ynth mingled fiu-y and 
deriidon. "Woman — exultl Tou have surpassed the 
proudest beauties of Romet " 

As Alfonso stepped to the woman's dde the duke of 
Romagna turned to him. 

" Your pardon, holy sirl We mean not to deprive you <rf 
your conquest, thou^ we deem it hardly fitting ttiat she 
practise the trictis of her trade under the very eyes at as- 
sembled Christendom." 

At tliese words the Colonna started up from the stupor 
into which the dute's words had thrown Iwr. Fora moment 
she stared from Cesare to tlie daughter of Louis ot France, 
then, pointing to the shrinking girl, she shrieked: 

" Rejoice in the glory of your conquest! dau^ter of 
France, only hell wHl dispute the possesion of this monster 
with you I " 

For a moment there was a deadly silence. Even fbe Pontiff 
seemed petrified, and those about him expected nothing less 
llian the immediate seizure of the Colonna. Alfonso, too, 
shared the general fear and swiftly turned to the woman, 
when, to his amazement, she had disappeared as if ^ earth 
had swallowed her. Bis first Impulse was to penetrate the 
congested throngs in search of her. But saner reflection 
showed him the hopelessness of finding her, the more so, if, as 
he began to suspect, she had confederates. The Catalans 
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wore itin engaged in trjinc to ustst tfadr dJscoinfited leatAa, 
who ■TOM from the groood uhen pile, Btaggering, with blood- 
shot eyes. 

Vntlioot heeding eittier the glow oi approbation in the eyes 
at Lncrezia Borgia, irttoae gaze had never once abandoned 
hint, nor the g^"*" trf hatred wliich he encountered in the 
tytt oi the duln's henchman, Alfonso tumed away in- 
dilferenfly, iriiHe in obedience to a signal from Cesare the 
pontifical train swept throo^ the portals <rf St. Peter's. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

THE DENUNCIATION 

OLLOWING the processloii, 
Alfonso entered the cathedral, 
but an:dous to avoid obaerva- 
tioOt be took up his station 
at a remote shrine near the 
entnuce, whence, almost un- 
noticed, he could vitnesB the 
ceremonial. 

The interior of St. Peter's 
presented a scenp of ex- 
traordinary magoificence, for the wealth and ostentation of 
the Boi^ made this last Jubilee of the united Christian 
world the most gorgeous, libe the glories enveloping the setting 
sun. 

Come witb what jnejudices men might, It was not in 
humanity to resiBt the spectacle and the sublime recollections 
witb which the ensuing solenmity in its every stage is as- 
sociated. The majestic figure, the imposing appearance of 
Alexander, unbent by age, supported all the di^ty of the 
Pontifex Maximus, and when, at the conclusion of the High 
Mass, he bestowed his benediction on all Christendom, 
Alfonso of Ferrara was kneeling with the immense multitude, 
perhaps as firmly convinced as the most enthutiastic pilgrim 
that he was receiving a blessing direct from heaven. 

This paroxysm only subsided when, rusing his head, be 

beheld Fra Bruno, attended by a number of Dominicans of 

his order, mount a richly carved pulf^t fixed in one <tf the 
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imnwnaw pillars. He canicd with him a parchment, sealed 
with lead, supposed to be the Bull of Indulgeaces, i^ch were 
eagerly and impatiently awaited by the pilgrims. 

Closely scrutinizing the pole features of the monk, AlfonBO 
felt assured that no failure of his courage need be anticipated, 
and he mused with bitter satisfaction on the surprise and 
discomfiture which the pontifical court was about to sustain. 
For some unexplained reason, however, Fra Bnmo did not 
read the Bull, reserving it, as it were, for a bonne bouche 
till after the harangue, which he was to pronounce. 

For the text of his sermon the friar had chosen the words 
in tlie Apocalypse: " And the beast ascendeth out of the 
bottomless pit. And they worshipped the beast, saying: 
* Who is libe unto the beast? Who is able to make war with 
him?"' 

The sennon was delivered in Latin, still the common lan- 
guage of Europe, and it was such as amply fulfilled Alfonso's 
expectations. For, after unrolling a lurid picture of the morals 
and society of the Christian world, the friar passed on to the 
most terrific delineation of the manners and morals at tbe 
clergy. 

The surprise and fear of the great assembly increased with 
every moment. But some terrible climax to this extraordinary 
harangue seemed in preparation. Fra Bruno himself paused 
as one collecting all his energies for a dreadful feat. It was 
at this moment that, passing his eyes over the assembly, as 
if to convince himself of their attention, his glance fell on 
Lucrezia Borgia. She was gazmg at the Hospitaller with 
such intentness that she did not even seem to note the 
silence. 

The words which Fra Bruno had begun to form, died on 

his lips, his chest heaved with convulsive breathing, and 

again he relapsed into silence. Lucrezia started as if waking 

from a dream, and bewildered, she glanced up at the monk. 
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The Utter bogan to speak once more, but it wu in s disnged, 

lambling tone, whii^i for some time had Uttle or no con- 
nection with his subject, nor was it perceptible by what means 
he introduced a very different topic, — his own preservation 
on tlie previous night. Sometliing lie spoke in general about 
the Jubilee, about special visions and. signs granted to hin>- 
self, and he related minutely the details of his deliverance 
from Okt designs of certain masted fl iwunjuHtui - The Hos- 
pitaller listened with surprise at this outburst, of imprudent 
gratitude on the friar's part, and he almost feared lest he 
might divulge his suspidons of the instigators of the crime. 

Lucrezia could not suppress ber tears, and a general mur- 
mur of applause arose despite the sacredness of the time and 
place. When it subsided Fra Bruno's voice became again 
audible. But far from imputing the aims to its real instigator, 
he hinted at tlie Orsinl, declaring that, from the discourse of 
the assasrins, their wrath seemed directed against him for 
his known disapprobation of an alliance contemplated by 
two mighty houses. In defiance of this frenzied attempt, 
Fra Bruno solemnly announced, he continued in his con- 
viction, that Heaven itself liad by two tremendous judg- 
mente condemned the hope ot nuptial happiness in one of 
the contracting parties. He declared that further to tempt 
its wrath, were to bring down the lightning directly on the 
heads of the offenders. No reason for this opinion did he 
give beyond the {vopbetic and oracular tone in which he 
uttered it, and which was distinctly audible among all tit6 
mutterings which arose throughout the Basilica. 

Strange was the effect of this extraordinary amiouncement. 
The Pontiff glanced wrathfully and suspiciously at Cesare, 
who sat smiling, as if he imagined that this was his work. 
The duke of Gravina started up and laid his hand on his 
dagger, testing ba^ the gray hair from above his flashing 
eyes. But Paolo drew him back, and, in a whisper. Implored 
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him not tbas to conatnie the Ixudaoatioiii of a bribed and 
malignant monk. Locrezia, howerer, made no effort to con- 
ceal her confusion, but coveied her face widi both handst 
irtiile Alfonso'B imagination filled up the darti void, Itit by 
the monk's silence, with the supposed reasons which had 
induced Fra Bruno to anathematize a nnion with one so 
guilt-lost as the Pontiffs daughter. 

A few moments of intense silence ensued. Fra Bniao 
was expected to kneel to offer a pntTer of thanksgiTing, and 
to read the Bull of Indulgences. 

Suddenly the monk snatched up the sappoeed BuQ; fra- 
a moment he held it irresolutely in his hand, then he broke the 
seal, while with a supreme effort he raised bis bent and 
emadated frame to its full height 

*' l^lgrims of the woridl " he shouted, to the speechless 
amazement of the Pontiff, his court and ntinue, and every 
hearer except Alfonso, who was listening with trembling 
eagerness. " The days of retribution are come upon the earth, 
swfft and terrible as the desert windl The doom of the B<ngia 
is spoken, and who shall avert its fulfilment? The insulted 
majesty of Heaven will grant no longer respite. Bie tbb 
waning trf the midsummer moon the name of Borgia shall be 
but a l^end, the power pt Borgia shall be broken! Their 
abominations are manifold, and destruction swift and sudden 
shall descend upon their guilty heads even as a sudden tempest 
In the midwatches ci the ni^t. All nations shall shudder 
at their direful endl None shall bemoan them, none shaB 
weep over the manner of their deathl The court trf Lucifer 
shall be utteriy annihilated! " 

The monk paused abruptly and cau^t his breath hard. 
His blazing eyes, pietematurally large and tsUliant, fixed 
themselves steadfastly on the livid countenance of tlie 
duke of Romagna, then nerving himself to his final task, he 
shouted, starting with every word of his own climax: 
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MpOgrinu ci the worldl I am commissioned firom on 
hle^ to call upon the whole Christian world here in Rome 
assranbted, to fonn themselves into a general council, to 
eject from a chair which he has obtained by simony, widi the 
aid of the devil, Rodrigo Borgia, commonly called Alexander 
VL Which dmony has rendered void all his acts and deeds, 
and rolls back upon himself and the fiend who supports him, 
all die scandal and Infamy which the deeds of the {attended 
near ot Christ throw upon Christianity itself I " 

The silence of deatb which followed this terrible airaign- 
ment was broten by the voice ti Cesare Borgia. 

" Seize the monki " he shouted to Miguelotto. 

A few moments elapsed ere the latter had summoned his 
Catalans about him, owing to the congestion, but when he 
started to obey, the monk was not to be found. 

The attendants of die Pontiff meanwhile had assembled 
and brought his chair of state, which he mounted, and heading 
die prooeSBion, he left the church with a wrathful glance at 
Cesaie. 

In dw door (rf the Ba^ca Cesare was confronted by 
Mlgoelotto, and so dismal was the expression on the Catalan's 
btce, diat Cesare at once guessed his message. 

" Where is the monk 7 " he questioned sternly. 

*' I have searched every nook," replied Mlgoelotto. " The 
monk has assodatest " 

*' When I return to Castel San Angelo at sundown, I shall 
▼Idt the friar in his dungeon direcdy below Donna Flamma's," 
replied the duke, then, without paying furdwr heed to the 
awestruck castellan, he offered hJs arm to his French wife, 
and they proceeded in the pontifical train. 

Alfonso made no attempt to follow the train at die Pontiff. 
In an incredibly short time the whole Ba^ca seemed de- 
serted, irtiile he gazed with a degree of vacancy after the 
vanishing masses, as they passed out of the great portals of 
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tito chnrch. He stood lost in confused revery, for tbert was 
not one <rf his doubts but had been intensifled by the scene 
which he had witnessed. The monk's audacity in proclaiming 
the abuses of the church, his dastardly accusatioa ot the 
Orsini, his alluaon to himself as his preserver, — there ap- 
peared to be a deep underlying motive in it alL And it 
occurred to Alfonso that tlie praises heaped upon himself 
might liave been uttered to expose him to the nnfaiHng ven- 
geance of the dute of Romagna. 

The rolling of drums and the blare of trumpets, the sounds 
of anthems and the tolling of a thousand bells now an- 
nounced to Rome and to the pilgrims the beginning of the 
last great Jubilee of the united Christian world. 
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BOOK THE SECOND 

CHAPTER 1 

THE ANDALU8IAN 

HE Oraml and their guests 
were busily engaged in pre- 
paring a gorgeous masque 
to form the cortege of Lu- 
crezia in the carnival. Ra- 
ted Sanzio was the chief 
contriver of the pageantry, 
and lavished <m It the splen- 
dor and beauty of his dawn- 
ing genius. The principal 
object of tin Orsini was to ingratiate Paolo in Donna 
Lucrezia's favor. Great, therefore, was tlte diaappoint- 
ment irtien John Burkhardt arrived on Monte Giordano, with 
a message from the latter declining the intended honor, 
without as much as stating a reason for her refussL 

Nevertheless, the masking commenced at nooiHlay and 
Alfonso, wandering at random through the city, mingled 
absently amidst the riot and splendor and the oniversal 
gaiety of the great Christian Saturnalia. The dube ci Gra- 
vina represented tbe royal Arthur, and he <rf Urbino, deformed 
and blasted with Quo gout, impersonated the enchanter 
Merlin. Paolo had assumed the character of the melancholy 
Tristan, and even Vltellozzo disdained not to enhance the 
eCEect of the spectacle by appearing as a pagan giant, espe- 
cially as it allowed him to wear armor, out of which, in 
Rome, he did not feel at ease. 
Passing through streets that blazed wltt banners and somp- 
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tuotu tapestries, Alfonso hastened onward, — be knew not 
whither. He soon found himself entan^ed in the tomultuous 
throngs which swayed up and down the Corso. Here the 
spectacle was almost too bewildering, even for the accustomed 
gaze of the native Roman. A glittering array of banners met 
the eye on every turn. Every principality of Italy seemed to 
be represented by emblems familiar to Alfonso's gaze. The 
Serpent of the Sforza's, the Winged Lion of San Marco, the 
Wolf of Sienna, the Panther of Lucca, the Lion of Florence, 
the Bear of the Orsini, the Griffin of the Malatesta, the Blue 
Eagle of Este and a variety of the heraldic crests of the states 
and factions of Italy vied in the display <4 dielr splendor 
with the Crimson Bull of the Borgia. 

Alfonso's attention was suddenly attracted by the approach 
ti a fantastic procession, which had entered the Corso. A 
float, representing a gilded vessel on wheels, drawn by twelve 
horses splendidly caparisoned, was moving slowly yet ma- 
jestically down the crowded thoroug^are. Huge oars, like 
golden fins, projected from the vessel's sides, apparency 
wielded by the hands of invisible rowers. 

Nearer and nearer it came; brighter and brighter glowed 
the vivid scarlet of its sails; a solenm sound of stringed music 
rippled enchantingly through the limpid atmosphere, min- 
gling with the wild shouts of the popidace: Viva Lucrezial 
Viva Lucrezial 

Alfonso stared at the strange device with breathless wonder. 
Golden hangings, falling in rich loose folds draped the vessel 
gorgeously from stem to stem. Golden cordage looped the 
sails; on the deck a band of young women, clad in white and 
crowned with flowers, were softly playing on qualntiy shaped 
instruments; others were grouped in picturesque attitudes 
along tiie gilded prow. 

As a half-slumbering man may note a sudden beam ci 

sunli^t flffB^iinE on the wall of his chamber, so Alfonso 
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Tieirad this fantastic pageant in confused bevUdeiment, 
as lie fixed liis eager, straining gaze on one supremely fair 
figure, the central glory of this marvellous picture. 

Was it a woman, or a goddess? A rainbow flame in mortal 
shape, a spirit of air, earth or fire? Was it a thought of 
beauty embodied in human sweetness and perfection? 
Clothed in gold attire and girdled with gems she stood leaning 
indolently against the middle mast of the vessel, her lustrous 
eyes resting drowsily on the swarming throngs, whose frenzied 
outbursts of rapture and admiration sounded lihs the breaMng 
of billows in a stormy sea. 

A company of eunuchs strode beside the float, so as to 
make it impossible for any one to approach too closely. Their 
fantastic garbs formed a strange contrast to tiie milk white 
chargers, which they led by their jewelled bridles, while a 
company of Africans with gleaming sdmitars strode slowly 
in the wake of the gilded vessel. 

With a feeling of firenzy, bordering on madness, Alfonso's 
straining gaze rested on the woman at the middle mast. 
Now and then she spoke to a masked individual in flie garb 
of a Persian, and at one time the Prince <tf Ferrara imagined 
flut their glances had been directed towards himself. This 
might have been a deception caused by the sunlight, now 
directiy in his eyes, yet the woman's golden tresses unmistaka- 
bly find Lucrezia's identity in Alfonso's mind. 

Presentiy she extended one hand and, with an imperious 
gesture, commanded silence. Then, lifting a laigB slender 
wand, she described a circle in the air with a perfectly even 
majestic motion, and as she did this, the Magus whispered 
to her and again she turned her eyes on Alfonso, permitting 
them to dwell steadily upon him. 

This time he squarely met her gaze, absorbing into his in- 
most soul tiie mesmeric spell of her matchless loveliness. 
Wthout heeding the cries of rapture from the on-sweeping 
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throngs he stood there, drinking in the auffc of those eyes 
that flftshed on hitw half resentfully, half mockingly; then, 
as in a dream, he saw the strange vessel sway onward; his ear 
caught the strains of the Hymn to Joy, by Lorenzo the Hag- 
nificent: 

" QjiABt'c bella ^Dvlneiza 
Ua ai fngge tutUTia, 
Chi vuol eascT lieto, sia 
Di domui noa c'e certesu." 

but now it ratiber seemed a dirge, and against his will he 
was carried along with the crowds, in the wake of die pro- 
cession. 

Alfonso's irritation was such as to mate him insensible 
of his surroundings. The shameless e^bition oi the Pontiff's 
daughter, the character of her impersonation, and her ap- 
parent coquetry exasperated him to a degree, tiiat now he 
desired nothing more fervently, than to meet her face to face, 
and thus abruptly end liis misaon in Rome. 

The air still re-echoed from the shouts of the populace: 
•* Vive diu BosI Borgia vivel Glory to the Bnlll Glory 
to Borgial " And hi^ in the sunlit air swung the image 
of the beast, fiery as the rising sun, the bloody Apis, protect- 
ing god of Alexander VI. 

Alfonso had not gone very far when much to his surprise 
and chagrin he perceived Paolo Orsino riding up the street 
alone, without his mask. 

Summoning all his resolutioo, Alfonso accosted the Roman 
and inquired how it chanced that he was flius alone; to 
which Paolo replied dejectedly, ttut, being unable to find 
Lucrezia, he vna searching for her eveiywkeie. 

" Then you have not met the gorgeous procession tttat 
has just passed through the Corso? " Alfonso ssked, with 
some surprise. 

" I have seen nothing," replied the Ortino, his olive com- 
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ple^on flashing with tha memory of her refnstl to attend dw 
masque given in her honor. " What manner of pageant 
was it? " 

AUmuo minately deacribed the spectacle, pointing to tlie 
direction in which it had disappeared. 

Wthottt commenting on the information, tiie Ondno set 
his coarser to a pace which threatened dan^r to whoever 
encountered it, while Alfonso remained fixed on the spot, 
gazing long after him. It would scarcely have been possible 
to analyze the emotions which surged through his heart 
Compasdon and anger, regret and disdain, Jealousy and 
hatred seemed hopelessly entangled, and, when at length 
he resumed his way, regardless whither, he hardly noticed 
the graceful form of an Andalusian girl, who had followed 
him for some time, followed In turn by two giant Moors, 
wlio seemed to gauge their own distance by her increased and 
diminished gait. 

Fevered with agitation Alfonso traversed several thorough- 
fares, mnaing with exceeding bitterness on the events of the 
day, iriun his meditations suffered a sudden interruption. 
Glancing up by chance, he found himself the object ai the 
most minute scrutiny on the part d the Andalusian, who 
was regarding him so fixedly as to rouse the desire in Alfonso 
to learn the cause of her strange demeanor. For a 
time, however, he pretended not to notice her actions, and, 
choosing a short detour, be continued slowly upon his 
way. 

Before him lay the cypress groves of Caste! Nuovo, with 
tiieir silent pools and murmuring fountains, their avenues 
of Hex trees, their glades of roses and vistas <rf natural arches. 
Here and there rose the rains of an ancient tem[te. 

The Andalosian, who had reached die spot before him, 
permitted Alfonso to approach, then she suddenly turned 
and eataced tiie grove. 
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Alfonso tiiereupon basteoed his stops, consdous of a subtle 
spell, irtuch urged him to do whst his very nature rebelled 
against. 

On an island In the centre <rf a miniature lain, snironnded 
by tall palms and weeping willows, drooping to the water's 
edge, there stood the ruin of an ancient temple ot Vesta, 
accessible by an artificial bridge. Ere the Andalusian could 
cross it, Alfonso had overtaken his tormentor. 

" Who are you and what do you want irith me? '* he turned 
to the gill, endeavoring to gain a glimpse of her feature* 
through the black veil which she held with one hand, to keep 
the breeze from wafting it aside. 

" Nay, — vrtio are you and what do you want with me? " 
replied a mocking voice, which caused Alfonso to start. Was 
it not the voice that had spoken to him at the Fountain of 
Trevi? But the thought was madness. Why should Lu- 
crezia choose the disguise of a Spanish dancer, and, moreover, 
had she not passed him within the hour in the Corso, 
Queen of the Pageant? But was there another woman In 
Rome, in all the world, that could boast of her exquisite 
mould, her voice, her eyes? 

Bewildered, Alfonso drew nearer. 

" Is it die madness of the carnival which stings the brain 
as the bite of the tarantula? You bear the semblance of one 
I would not meet, your voice has the ring of a voice I would 
not tiearl " 

The Andalusian laughed, as with her unengaged hand 
she tried to adjust her red sash, which was of finest texture, 
a circumstance which did not escape Alfonso. 

" A strange reason indeed, for one frod^ in so holy a 
garbt" she replied mockingly. There was no attempt on 
her part to disguise her voice; and It was the voice he had 
heard at the Fountain of Trevl. 

" But," she continued, constantly on the alert, " who Is 
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It of irtiom my poor charms so unpleasaaliy remind you* 
that, to forget tbs origmal, you pursue its counterfeit? " 

Alfonso shook his head. 

** Ahl But you are not that otherl Let me but see your 
face that I may know if there are two on earth that match 
this matchless form) " 

And he stretehed forth his arm, as if to lift her veil. 

The girl uttered a faint outcry and receded to the very 
edge of the basin. 

" In our Holy Mother's name, — forbear! " she exclaimed, 
her tone half mirth, half entreaty, but noting his persistence, 
she added: ** I am Indeed not what I seem, and to be recog- 
nized here would be my mini Nay, but I will confess it alll 
I am lady-in-waiting to Donna Lucrezia, and at her behest 
I have tricked you, to learn whether you hated all woman- 
kind, or but one so evil as herself." 

** Then you have stolen her voice, her fragrance tool " 
exclaimed the amazed Hospitaller. " But it is impossiblel 
Else she is indeed a sorceress mightier than Circ6 of oldt Be 
that as it may — I will satisfy my doubtsl " 

She evaded him dexterously, yet turned, when she might 
have escaped had she chosen to. 

" lamnotshel I am not shet" she laughed, with a return 
of the wiling witchery in her tones, irtiich more then ever 
convinced Alfonso of the contrary. 

" If you are not Lucrezia," he said, strangely bewildered, 
" I will prove that I hate not all by loving you more than all 
womankind. And you are not, — it cannot bel Did I not 
behold her within the hour reclining in her sumptuous car, 
surrounded by her lascivious court? " 

" Certainly I am not tiie lady in the car — my mistress," 
returned the girl tremulously. 

" Then lift your veil, tot I swear that I will see your 

face ere I departi " Alfonso demanded, determined to 
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satisfy himseU at all hazards, and to set bis mind, his doubts 
at rest, od this point at least. 

" I implore you, let me gol" begged the girl, dinging 
with tenacity to the frail texture. Yet, it is exceedingly 
doubtful if her efforts would have been successful, had not 
Alfonso's ever watchful ear caught the approach of steps 
from the interior of the grove. 

The Andttlusian had likewise heard the sound, ^r man- 
ner became suddenly frightened and perturbed. 

" Let me gol " she entreated abjectly, as Alfonso barred 
Qie way. " And I swear to you that you shall behtdd my 
face — without veil or maskl " 

" And by what oath will you swear, — what oath, that even 
Luciezia would not dare to break?" Alfonso questioned darkly. 

" By the desire I have to see you againi ** replied the 
Andalusian, her eyes fixed with a mixture of mirth and terror 
on the obdurate 'Printx of Ferrara. 

" When and where? " he replied, completely bewildered 
by her gaze, which, for the first time throughont the scene, 
bad fully met his own. 

" At the Gate of San Sebastian, when the moon Is three 
hours olderl There some cme will await you, to guide you 
to my abode, — to the Borgian groves." 

« The groves of Luciezia Borgial ** exclaimed Alfonso 
breathlessly. 

" £ach of tier favorites may enter them, — and I am one! 
You need not fear to meet my mistress there to-night," she 
concluded, with a low mocking laugh. 

She had hardly concluded when a strangely garbed individ- 
ual stepped into the clearing, and, profiting by Alfonso's 
diverted attention, the Andalusian escaped. 

" A most lovely rendezvous my untimely arrival has inter- 
rupted," said he of the crimson garb and cloven hoof, ad- 
dressing Alfonso. 
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" The devil can speak truth, they say, though I believed 
it not, till now," rejplied the Hospitaller. " If I mistake not, 
I am spealdng to Messer Niccolo of Florence." 

" Even to no better man, — when my mask is off," replied 
the ambassador, suiting the action to the word. 

" Have you seen this Andalusian girl before? " Alfonso 
turned with much anxiety to Ser MachiavellJ. 

" You should have asked this question, ere I removed this 
mask," replied the ambassador with a smile. " But if I have 
seen her," he added, meditatively, " I hope, Messer Satan, 
whom I represent, has forgotten wheiel " 

While retracing their steps towards the Coiso, Alfonso 
was so absorbed in his reveries that all the cynical wit of 
MacbiaveUl) who h^ i^ resumed his mask, could not dissi- 
pate bis gloom. Me began to imagine himself under some 
demoniacal spell, for, despite his conviction that Luctezia 
was the enchantress of the fairy pageant, despite the improba- 
bility that so proud and lofty a woman would condescend to 
min^ in the wild revelry In so lowly a disguise,- — the thought 
haunted him that the Andalusian was Lucrezia herself I 

But when ITiccolo Machiavelli bad left him, to share in 
tiw diveitions, which were to conclude the day's pageant, 
when he had leisure to recall the indescribable fascinations 
of Donna Lucrezia's supposed lady-io-waitlng, he persuaded 
himself, that his only motive In keeping his appointment 
was to be well assured, that the Andalusian was not Lucrezia 
Bo^. 
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THE BOROIAN OROVBS 

T may be conjectured with 
what degree of impatience 
Alfonso watched the grad- 
ual rising of the moon, 
which appeared not in the 
least inclined to hurry on 
his account. Three hours 
after, acccording to the com- 
pact, he was to present 
himself at the gate of San 
Sebastian, there to await the Andalusian's messenger. Bat it 
cannot be denied that during that long wait, interminable 
as it seemed to him, some chilling doubts cooled his enthu- 
siasm. If the lady of the Borgias was indeed the direful 
being she was represented, animated by passions so terrible, 
might she not meditate vengeance for the affront he had put 
upon her? Moreover, if the Dominican had communicated 
the purpose of his alleged embassy, would not that alone 
suffice to rouse her resentment? Or, mig^t he not have 
communicated it to others, still more merciless? When he 
remembered the spot assigned for the tryst, the groves of 
Lucrezia Borgia in the beautiful vale consecrated by the 
legend of the Roman law-giver and his nymph, the tales of 
the Neapolitan poets occurred to him, whose wanton imagi- 
nations revelled in glowing descriptions of these secret haunts 
of pleasure. Not satisfied with imputing to her every lasd- 
vious excess in these bowers, they pointed to the one dlstlnc- 
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tion between Im and uident Circ£. White the latter — tiiey 
averred, — contented herself with transforming her rele- 
gate lovers into swine, Donna Lucrezia secured their sitence 
in a more efficacious manner. 

But so great was Alfonso's desire to accomplish his purpose 
that no consideration of danger would have deterred him 
from teeping the tryst, and nearly an hour before the ap- 
pointed time his shadow walked darkly beside him over the 
desert Aventine. The sight of the ruins in which Fra Bruno 
dwelled rekindled some of his wildest fancies, and he paused 
with a degree of irresolution. But a sweet breath of roses, 
blown to tils lips by a chance breeze, so forcibly recalled one of 
the most insidious clianiis <rf the Andalusian that he hastened 
on, wondering at his own hesitation. The way was solitary and 
deserted. He passed the Basilica of St. John Lateran, which 
was crowded with devotees. Alfonso experienced a vague 
sensation of remorse and apprehension steal over his heart 
as he strode past the sanctuary of the saint, the garb <rf 
whose martial followers he had assumed, bound upon such 
an errand, and heard the lugubrious chant of the funeral 
mass, which, even on this day of her triumph, the church 
had dedicated to her departed faithful of fifteen hundred 
years. 

Passing through the gate of San Sebastian, the open Cam- 
pagna lay before him, a sea of long flowery grass broken by 
the remote arches of ruined aqueducts, or a few solitary 
tombs, and bounded by the wave-like crests of the Sabine 
hills, which shone silvery in the moonlight. The only objects 
visibte were a few sheep and goats; the only sounds audibte 
were the distant warblings of shepherds* pipes, whose players 
diverted themselves by night after the traditional manner 
of their Arcadian predecessors. After waiting in vain for 
the mysterious messenger who was to conduct him into the 
presence of the fair unknown, Alfonso's impatience gained 
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the upper hand, and, undeterred by the hazard he inclined 
in penetrating the leafy wilderness, he began the descent 
into the vale below. 

As yet he bad not encountered a Eongle living thing, but 
so absorbed was he in his dark thoughts, that he never once 
noticed tiie circumstance, until he reached the entrance of 
the grotto, which was filled with a soft light from an alabaster 
lamp suspended from above and shaped like a crescent moon. 

But he was struck with amazement by the silence and soli- 
tude which pervaded the grove, where he had expected to 
find Lncrezla and the ministers of her direful pleasures. 

Glancing eagerly round, Alfonso concluded that the fair suc- 
cessor of Egeria had not yet arrived in her mysterious haunts. 
The question then occurred to him, how he would establish 
her ictentity. Be perceived that tiw walls of the cavern were 
brolnn at various elevations by layers of rock, covered vrith 
dense foliage and reached by irregular steps formed by the 
stones. Allowing himself no time for deliberation he selected 
one of the higher ledges, which commanded a view of the 
whole interior, and, heedless of the possibilities of finding 
some Inhospitable denizens in this unexplored region, he 
crouched down is a bed of iris and basil, peering out liln 
some wild animal from its lair and with feelings little less 
ferocious. 

Some time elapsed, during which not a sound but the 
flirobhing of his own heart met Alfonso's strained senses, 
when he distinguished the approach of a soft and rapid foot- 
fall. The steps seemed^somewhat to hesitate upon entering 
the grotto, but, as if reassured by the silence, the form of 
a woman glided in. 

The grace and lightness of her movements and the rounded 

beauty of her figure convinced Alfonso that he beheld the 

Andaluslan, although she had changed her costume to one 

purely Hellenic, the loose folds of which, of a shimmering 
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ttasue of BQk, floated about her, scarceir confined by the 
conl claspe on her shoulders, leaving the arms and feet bare, 
except that ttie latter were encased in silver sandals. Alfonso 
remarked the golden hoe of her hair, twined with a wreath 
of crimson water flowers. 

After satisfying herself, apparently, by a ^ance round the 
Grotto, that none but her fair self was in it, she approached 
the fountain, and now Alfonso noted, with a degree of surprise 
and vexation, that she wore a mask. She sat down by the 
fountain, which reflected the beams of the lamp, peeped into 
the water, and, seemingly pleased with the survey, adjusted 
the wreath to her satisfaction, then, after listening for a brief 
space, she drew off her mask. The countenance ag^ow with 
tints of youth and beauty, heightened by the fires of passion, 
coold b^ong to none but Lucrezia Borgial 

Bnt for the dire circumstances attending the tryst, which 
had brou^t this revelation to him, Alfonso's delight would 
have been boundless. Yet It added but new bitterness to 
'his cup of wormwood. 

For the dau^ter of the Borgia, as if she had been intui- 
tively aware of the coals she vras heaping on the fire for him, 
and wished to tate her revenge with the metaphysical 
cruelty of her sex, seemed suddenly to find something in the 
arrangement of her robes which dlsi^eased her. And, as if 
she were mocking some unseen lover, she began leisurely to 
arrange the soft cobweb texture. Alfonso could not avert 
his gaze, had he even wished to. 

Again footsteps became audible, and, in an instant, she 
had coveted her face with the mask, seating herself near the 
fountain, apparently as calm and passionlefis as the statue 
in its waves. 

Alfonso peered from his place of concealment lite an in- 
furiated tiger. She bad deceived him, had brought him 
hittier bnt to witness the good fortune of some unguessed 
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rivall With maddened frenzy he watched the unmistakable 
signs of kindled passion in the woman, — but he had no time 
to spin out his dark fancies to their logical conclusion. He 
who approached came stealthily as a leopard; yet his footfall 
was sufficiently audible to the woman, as was attested by 
the fact that she refrained from looking in the direction iriience 
he approached. Suddenly the form of a man splendidly 
garbed and masted appeared at the entrance of the grotto 
and peered within. His figure, which largely partook of the 
beauty and elegance of his race, but above aU the demoniacal 
glitter in his eyes as his gaze fell upon the woman, informed 
Alfonso of the quality of the intruder — the dute of Romagna. 

It was a moment of almost mortsl agony. Clutching his 
dagger and closing bis eyes he drew himself up with the 
fierce resolution to rush forth and rid Italy and humanity 
forever of this monster, when his impulse was checked by a 
stifled shriek from the woman. Alfonso's heart stood still 
as he saw Lucrezia struggling to free her hand from Cesare'g 
grasp; as he heard the duke's bantering words. 

" WhatI Our youthful Lucrezia on a rendezvous, in the 
Grottoes of Egerla? " he said with a withering, livid smile, 
of which only himself and the fiend seemed capable. " How, if 
Father Satumus should hear of it, dearest Lucrezia? Andent 
fable and modem history teach us that in his jealous fitshe has 
not stopped to devour his own flesh and blood." 

" For the love of heaven, be silentl " Lucrezia entreated^ 
with a wild gesture. " For if he should come, — not for a 
thousand worlds would I have him know that I am Lucrezia 
Borghu" 

** If he should come? If who should come, fairest Lu- 
crezia? " exclaimed Cesare, with affected ignorance, 

" Go) Gol You shall know all at the proper time. Not 

here, not here! Gol We are not as lonely as yon think! 

These gardens swsnn with my friends. And I would not 
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that any one find yon lute for all X own or hope in earth oi 
heaveni" 

*' No? It cannot be the spot that is so particular, since 
Lucrezta Borgia has chosen it for her abode. Who is it then 
that shuns the society of the duke of Romagna? Not your 
towering iceberg from Ferrara? " replied the merdleBB Borgia. 

" Even he I '* exclaimed the woman, in a tone that caused 
Alfonso to start with a sensation of joy. " And now that 
you know it, — begonel " 

Her tone had changed from entreaty to command and for 
a moment Cesare seemed abashed. 

" And our fair sister," he exclaimed at last, " who finds 
Buch fault with the world for gos^plng, is actually on a rendez- 
Tous with a tmight of St John? " 

'* And if it be so? What right have yoa to ask? " re- 
turned Locrezla passionately. 

" The right you gave me in betraying ttie Oidno, your 
betrothedl" replied Cesare, fiercely. 

" Ere I consent to this alliance, I shall leave this world 
forever for the peace of the cloister," replied Lucrezla, to 
Alfonso's infinite relief. " How often has it beckoned me 
into its sweet shade, and this, perchance, is but a harsher 
caUI" 

" WhatI Locrezia Borgia, — scarcely in her twentieth 
spring, — a nun) " said Cesare, with a contemptuous lau^. 
" They deck death with flowers, — but of the colder sort, — 
lilies, — violets. If you stand in fear of scandal, whrae- 
fore confirm the gossip by a tryst with this holy man? Do 
you not fear that you may tempt him, Hire the ^nd tempted 
Cyprianus? But my fears are ill-grounded, — for he dares 
not venture into Lucrezia's deni " 

An involuntary movement of Alfonso at this imputed 
cowardice stirred the laurels among which he reposed; but 
excited no attention. There was an instant's paose. 
173 



Digitized by Google 



tHiE COURT OF LUCIFER 

" He dares, — bat he will iioti Of this comfort at least 
you cannot cheat mel He despises all women, not me alonel ** 
returned Lucrezia vehemenfly. 

" And pray, how did this tow<niiig iceberg look when your 
sire honored us all by kissine you before our very faces? ** 
said the Borgia. 

" He looked as I would have him look, believing your 
measureless lies. For never till you revealed yourself the 
fiend you are, had calumny herself breathed evil word of me t ** 

" He has recognized the tribunall " said the duke of Ro- 
magna darkly. " But since your lover is from Ferraraf 
perchance you might send good reports to the lord Alfonso, 
who is in hiding to escape a beautiful woman. Try his 
mettlel All men have a handle, — if not in one ^ce, is- 
anotherl But, if he comes now, I must needs pass himi And 
I think I hear a footfollt *' 

Lucrezia listened in silence. Alfonso had indeed descended 
from his ledge, and, in doing so, had attracted their attention, 
though they both believed him at a greater distance than he 

" Retire into yonder archway of ivy," Lucrezia entreated 
the duke. " Ton shall hear all that passes between us, — 
for I but invited him hither to rebuke him for bis scorn ai 
mel But I promised that he should see me without a 
mask, I mean to keep my word with the aid of this lamp, 
which has a device invented by a Florentine artistl " 

" Ha, ha! Did you bideedl But I wiU witness this tzlck 
just for my own amusement) " replied the duke, as he strode 
to the archway, indicated by Lucrezia. It was at some 
distance from the fountain and screened by a tapestry 
of ivy. 

Alfonso stirred the laurels among which he was ensconced, 

and Lucrezia, satisfied that some one was approaching, 

touched an unseen spring. Suddenly the cupids around the 
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artiflcial moon, expanding their wings by a marvellously 
ingenious mecfaanismi shut up every ray of light and the 
grotto was in complete darkness. Alfonso seized his oppor^ 
tunity, glided out of his concealment and reached the ground. 
He hesitated a moment, then he advanced towards the fouit- 
taio, which gleamed softly in the darkness. 
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CHAPTER in 

THK NYMPH OP EOERIA 

~ LFONSO could no longer 

doubt that Lucrezia had 
been betiayed to the dnke 
by ttw person vrbo was to 
have guided him to the 
groves, and that conse- 
quently her tears and the 
passionate pantomime he 
bad witnessed were all for 
him. These were perilous 
TBCoUections fa fbe part which he had resolved to play, 
more espedally so as he concluded ^t Lucrezia's reference 
to lier retinue was merely an invention to restrain her un- 
welcome visitor. 

Guided by the moonlight, which streamed through the 
entrance of the grotto, Alfonso advanced with firm steps 
towards the fountain, where the voice of the Andalusian 
dancer bade him pause. 

" Stop until I bid you advance! The Vestal nymphs of 
Egeria bid you vrelcomel " 

" I deem the Vestal nymphs must long have departed, 
since here Lucrezia Borgia is worshipped as of old the queen 
of Paphos." 

" What does a knight of St. John in such a bower? " re- 
plied the Andalusian. *' But remember, — I teep my oath 
and now speak to you without mask or nil." 
" Unmasted? When darkness conceals you as effectually 
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from my gaze as would a mountain? " leplied Alfonso, with 
an agitation which almost betrayed itself In his wavering 
tones. 

" I have kept my faith to the letter, what more do yon ask 
of a woman, — an attendant on Lucrezia Borgia?" said the 
dancer. " But I heard you were afraid, you would not dare 
to come, — and as fears redouble in darkness, we will have 
lightl" 

Almost simultaneously the cupids withdrew their wings 
and light streamed over the scene, revealing the nymph of 
Egeria seated on the brink of the fountain. Instead of the 
veil she wore a mask. 

" I have deceived your messenger, entering the groves 
from another direction," Alfonso wilfully mis-stated, col- 
lecting all his firmness to make the offense he meditated 
irreparable at once. " I did not fear you, since I suspected, — 
and your deception adds proof, — that you are a worthy 
successor to the queen of Paphos, — or, to say the worst at 
once, Lucrezia Borgia herselfl And yet I am heiet But 
listen to irtiat purpose, and if you are indeed that blot on 
her sex, if you are indeed that vile thing, — something may 
yet kindle in your soul a spark of shame and remorse for 
falsifying nature's outward masterpiece with so black an in- 
ward basenessi My presence here is but to convince you 
that your licentious love can kindle no responsive flame in 
any hearts but those as sulphuric with foul passions, as 
your ownl — I am here to receive the confirmation of your 
infamy by gazing upon it with my own eyesi I am in Rome 
but to obtain such evidence of your guilt, as will justify 
Alfonso of Ferrara in his refusal to mingle the purple of his 
royal blood with so foul and contaminate a streami " 

Alfonso thought that he distinguished a suppressed exclama- 
tion of triumph from the ivy archway. But Lucrezia Borgia 
made no reply. She seemed ttuned to stone. 
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There was a pause of after BUence, wMch lasted antQ it 
became oppressive with its own dieer weight 

" Stranger — yon ravel Tou dared not otter words lite 
those to the Lucrezia of irtiom you speak, and who I am not, 
that I swear to you by all the saints above the golden stars! " 
she replied at last, with bewildered vehemence. " And as 
for tiie ducal chorl irtio sent you on so foul an errand, return 
to him and say, — but nol Tarry but a short time longer 
in Rome, and you shall deliver him of all fears and misgivings 
by bearing to him tiie tidings erf Lncrezia's marriage with 
tbe heir at the Orsini." 

This was an outburst at vengeance and pride on which 
Alfonso had not counted, so truly womanly it was, and she 
spoke fbe words with a fierceness and passion, which showed 
that the Borgian fire glowed even in her rosy blood. 

" Nay, — if you are not Lucrezia, let me see your face, 
even as you promised me," he returned more mildly. " OhI 
Could I but believe that then was another woman in the 
world so lite her, — and yet so unlitel Could I but believe, 
that there was ano&er woman of her exquisite beauty, — 
an innocent Lncrezial " 

" Then it is true, that you do not hate all womankind, 
but only Lucrezia Bo^;ia? " returned the woman. In a molU- 
fled and notentirely ungratified tone. 

" Were you any other, I would answer you by loving you 
more than all womankind has been or shall be loved by man, 
till the last day sums up all time," returned Alfonso, some- 
what too pas^nately for his part. 

" Were I Lucrezia Bo^^, — die terrible, deaUi-dealing 
Lucrezia of whom you speak, — deem you I would listen 
to you witii such, I \rill confess it, undisguised delight?" 
she replied playfully, yet with a deep sigh. " Rail on against 
herl It is nothing to me, or rather, — it is pleasant, as she 
would be my rival In your saintly affection, were she other 
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than herself I Ah, indeed I Bat it enhances my glory in 
being favoied with so virtuous a society in this place, to know 
fbai my unseen beauty has von the victory over charms 
which I have heard some men praise, who perchance 
lacked judgmenti But I pray yon, complete the triumph 
of my vanity and tell me, when and where Lucrezia Borgia 
has so closely pursued you with her attentions, as to drive 
you so desperately on your defenses? Holy Virgin) Though 
constantly about her person, and not free from the love of 
gossip, I have not heard that Donna Lucrezia was reduced 
to suchstraitsi " 

Again Alfonso was foiled. For, without displaying a 
coxcombry alien to his nature, be could allege no proof in 
support of his insinuations, since she persisted in denying 
her identity. But his subtle intellect immediately suggested 
an escape from this dilemma. 

" Your question would have remained unasked, if you 
had seen her, as I have, as Queen of the CainiTal," he replied. 
" The sprightliest wooer of our sex, old Ovid himself, might 
have learned something from her." 

" Nay, now indeed yon do belie her, else some witchcraft 
has deceived you," replied the woman, startled. 

" So I hoped,uutilI saw you play your sorceries upon me 
and dreamed that you were Lucrezia," replied Alfonso. 
" But since you are not Lucrezia, the Queen of the Carnival 
no doubt was the woman vibo bean that much wronged 
name." 

" Nay, — I ¥rill be just even to my rivall I have told 
you that I am an attendant on Lucrezia Borgia, and I declare 
to yon that the role of Queen of the Camival was enacted by 
her this day as much as it was by myself. And you may 
remember tibat her procesnon passed, iriiHe we were both In 
the groves of Castel Nuoto," said the dancer. 

" Theot — U you are so close to her person, — if yon are 
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so familiar with her actions, yon are the very sphinx to unraTCl 
my riddles," returned Alfonso. 

" But, ^ sainted strangerl Is it religious to seduce vas- 
sals to betray their masters? " queried the nymph falteringly. 

" Then you admit, that to speak the truth of Lucrezia is 
to speak evil? " interposed Alfonso quickly. 

" Ask your questions," she replied. " I am not a match 
for your subtleties. I am a woman, — you are half a priest; — 
both fond of scandal, some have it. Therefore ask what 
you will andf as far as I know, I will tell you tiie truthi " 

" It is well you lemind me I You are a womani 
Therefore swear to me by some oath, if there be any that 
women keep, that at least you will not betray the trust I 
repose in youl " said the Hospitaller. 

" Trust me notl Trust me not, — if you haye aught 
to say which tiie most dreadful of all the Borgias may not 
hearl " exclaimed the nymph, with an intensity of alarm 
which Alfonso marked well, but feigned not to observe. 

" Blse I know of no means of accomplishing my errand," 
he said with a strong effort to keep his voice from betraying 
his emotions. " What I desire, are the pnx^ of her 
guiltl" 

" What need of proofs, when the world judges a womani " 
reidied the nymph, with a bitterness foreign to her usual 
tone. " Speak onl What am I to answer? For indeed you 
have me on the rackl " 

" To come straight to the point then: placed as 
you are so near Lucrezia's person, you must be able to tell 
me, whether she is Innocent or guilty? ** replied Alfonso, witfi 
a scarcely perceptible hesitation. 

" Innocent or guilty of what? I tell yon again, I am no 
sphinx, therefore deal not with me in enlgmasl " she exclaimed, 
breathing short, her white hands on her bosom. 

" Remembering that you are a woman — I may not speak 
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Digitized by Google 



THE NYMPH OF EGERIA 

more plainlyt Bat yon cannot be ignorant of what iriiis- 
pers, universal as the wind, discourse concerning the fatal 
beauty of your mistress? " said Alfonso, not without a pang 
of remorse. " And as your service is of some years' standing 
with Donna Lncrezia, can yon give me no Inhling, where 
the duke ci Gandia was slain, by whose hand, and for what 
cause?" 

" I would give my dearest heart's blood, — I mean, — so 
I have <tf ten heard Donna Luciezia say, — to hnowl ** re- 
plied Ihe nymph. 

" But can it be that neither yourself, nor any of Donna 
Lucrezia's attendants have any suspicions? " continued 
Alfonso. 

" Tour own ought to teach you, how baseless such may be," 
replied Alftmso's Interiocutor with a stifled sigh, irtiich was 
yet carefully noted by her inquisitor. 

'* Therefore I seek the certainty! Do you, lady, remember 
the night OQ which the young duke perished? " 

" I shall never forget Itl But you are discoursing dan- 
gerous matters In this air) " said tlie giri, with a quick glance 
of alarm at the ivy archway. 

" Surely we need not fear being overheard by Francesco's 
aaaainina m this haunt of hIs kindred? " Alfonso continued. 
" You remember him then? He was a fair yontii, — and he 
was my friend I " 

" Mother at merdesi Francesco — your friendl " was 
all the giii could reply, choked witii the terror of the 
recollections which surged up In her heart, and flie sorprise 
at the revelation in Alfonso's words. 

Alfonso nodded darkly. 

" His friend) Togetiier we studied In Psdoal I was the 

first to greet him when he was created Gonfalonier of Rome. 

The duke of Romagna — as you know — then wore tiie 

puride robe. Perhaps you vrill now see some cause tor my 
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interest, independent of that connected wi& my mission. 
But to return to Francesco! He was a fair yontlL Am I 
mistaken in supposing that he addressed some portion of his 
attentions to you?" 

" I loved him, — as a dear brother, — I shoold say, — a 
faittifnl friend, one whose bxjg^t and generous sj^t, whose 
love and courage — but he Is gone I To pray hourly that 
justice may some day overtake his unknown assassins is all 
tliat even his fond fathn, his loved sister can now do I ** 

" Loved 1 Ahl And perchance too welll " said Alfonso, and, 
although the drift of his questioning could scarcely have 
escaped her perception, the girl started as if she had seen a 
viper in her path. The sagacious questioner noted to her 
advantage that it seemed as a shock to the current of her 
ideas, and could by no possibility flow from the source to 
which guilt would point. 

" Too welll I will tell you all I know of their affection 
for each otherl " she readied, after a pause. " They were so 
like in person that, but for the dlflbnence of sex and a few 
years, never was there closer resemblance. In their na- 
tures, — think what you will of it, — there was that sweet 
and musical concord irtiich Is called hannony in two instru- 
ments. In souls, love as spiritual and. as pure. And, If the 
fierce and intractable temper of a younger brother tended to 
strengthen rather than to dissolve this bond, if the envious 
carpings of jealousy have found so black an interpretation. 
Heaven grant it was not his intent as well as his deedl " 

" Ahl You should have worn a lawyer's gown, since you 
ao subtly discourse on snch matters," said Alfonso. " But 
since you remember that direful night, — were yon then witii 
Doima Lucrezia? " 

** I was, — at the convent of tiie blessed sisters of Santa 
Maria in Trasteveie," replied the girl, with a convulsive 
shudder. 

iSa ■ 



Digitized by Google 



THE NYMPH OF EGERIA 

** How chanced it she wu then on a night, on which the 
splendid feast was given in honor of the departure, for Kaples, 
of her brother the cardinal, — now duke <tf Romagna? " 
questioned Alfonso, noting with deep satisfaction, mingling 
with Ihe hopelessness of a satisfactory solution, tba discom- 
fltore of the listener. 

" Lucrezla and tba cardinal had qaanelled on a matter, 
which, If I remember rightly, — nay, it was some foolish 
quarrel, a mere word, — a nottiingl " she replied, starting at 
a slight stir In Ihe Ivy. 

Foiled by fliis circumstance, stUl Alfonso was act dis- 
pleased to remark the emotion of the unseen listener. 

** Supposing, then, Francesco perished by the hand ci some 
secret rival, who, under the roof of the Vatican itself, 
strangled the prince of Salerno in his bed? " 

** It is false, most falsel " cried the glfl, wSdly. " The 
prince of Salerno perished of the wounds he received In the 
square of St Peter, from enemies whom his own rashness 
and arrogance had provotedl " 

" It sounded not tiius in Fenaral It was there averred 
that he was recovoing so fast from his wounds that the time 
was almost gone to pretend with any decency that he died 
(tf themi " replied Alfonso. ** We heard, too, of a strange 
scene which preceded his destruction; we hesrd that Lu- 
crezia debaiied him from her very presence, that he forced 
his way to her, that she fled to her father, for hours even 
refusing to look at her husband, dinging to the Ptmtiff and 
hiding her face in bis robes, while he, foisootii, preached 
duty and a wife's submissionl We heard that at length he 
prevailed upon her to return to Alfonso within a month. 
But meanwhile death spread its snares In secret and caught 
the ill-fated youtii exalting In his fool's paradise of hope on 
the very day of its promised fulfilment, on ttie steps of Oe 
pontifical palace, — if yon will — " 
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** Oht Bat yoa know not alll " Interrupted the giil dea- 
perately. "She bad married him against her will, moved 
only by the supplications of her fatherl Think youl The 
^^car <^ Heaven, her father, — supplicatingi How could 
Lucrezia lesistl Tet she doubted, — I know not why! She 
dreaded the union. She did not love the effeminate lord 
(tf Pesaro, into whose arms she had been cast against her 
will! Yet I know not, wherefore that ferocious boy of Salerno 
was chosen, whose brute excesses of love, — you will call it so, 
being a man, — whose sensual frenzy, once sufiFered, infused 
such disgust, loathing, terror, that, — but whatever was 
done, was prompted and sanctioned by a man irtiose holiness 
mates all his utterances oracles of Heavenl " 

" Fra Bruno! " returned the Hospitaller with a start. 
" He also procured the divorce from the lord of Pesarol " 

" The Icnxl of Pesaro was divorced by a decree of the 
church! " said the giii, covering her mask wifli her hands, 
and speaMng In a low, panting, shame-struck tone, as if 
almost exhausted by the length and severity of the ordeal, 
yet unwilling to abandon the hope of dissipating the evil 
impressions of her relentless inquisitor. " Nay, more! I 
will avow a secret, which shall place me as much in your power 
as your questions place you in minel A secret of Lucrezia 
Borgia's! You have heard what Fra Bruno said of this 
marriage wiiii the Oisino? But you know not that he has 
infused scruples into Lucrezia's mind concerning fte law^ 
fulness of the dissolution of her first betrothal, although to 
one she never saw! And that therefore any subsequent 
marriage would be but covert adultery) " 

Alfonso laughed sardonically. 

" Now indeed you are jesting! The daughter of the 

supreme head of the church entertains doubts as to his power 

to dissolve all contracts, — earthly end heavenly? And 

who will believe that such a whim divorced Pesaro, when it 
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prevented not the mairiage witk him yon called ' the ferodous 
boy from Salemol ' " 

" Heaven forgive me ^nce he is gonel " said the girl, melt- 
ing into tears. " I said not so, but, — who can sound the 
motives for the change? What if , in the absence of that 
powerful spirit on which she leaned, — impelled by uncon- 
trollable drcnmstances, — prompted even by a wild desire 
for that fair fame, which you hold to be extinct in her 
breast, — but what do words avail? Tliink, if you will, tliat 
she married the prince of Salerno to murder him, — since 
murder is Ikt customary and favorite pastime." 

" Lady, — if we acqtdt Iki, die more deadly fall our su»< 
picions on the unknown rival, who sometimes uses the keys 
of St. Peter, at others the dagger of the assassin, to set her 
free, or rather, to snatch her from the arms to which he liad 
onwillinf^y consigned her, to baffle the wwld's suspicion, 
or to cajole it into doubt" 

« And this unknownl Tou speak as if he were not unknown 
to youl Stranger, if you are a man, speak out and fairly, 
for indeed these fiendish hints torture me nig^ to madness," 
exclaimed the masked girl, starting up with frenzied 
impatience, but almost instantly resuming her seat as 
if from exhaustion, while she faintly added: " I pray you, 
in mercy, tell me who this uukoown may be, whom you 
Buspectl " 

" Nay, lady, bid me not answer by aught but silence. 
Perchance the spectre that must needs haunt Salerno's cham- 
bers In the Vatican, might reply," said the unrelenting 
Hospitaller. 

" 'ff^ yon iatertogBitB it then, and you shall have lod|^ 
theiel " replied the girl, frith a wild laugh. ** Locie^ at 
least, fears not, whatever It may reveal." 

" Let me do the phantom's office then! Why, — who Is 
it, that is so bent on wedding Lucrezla to the heir of Ota 
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Orsini, tliat she may remain in Rome, — contrary to every 
dictate of policy? " leplied Alfonso, unconsciously giving way 
to the bitteniess that &U.ed his souL 

" Truly I know not that! So 8tr<mg an alliance can but 
strengthen the Borgia regime — I know not what I sayl " 
exclaimed the girl, in a voice whose despair went to Alfonso's 
heart " Blessed ^ginl Tndy art thou Lucrezia's only 
refuge, since even this renewed sacrifice avails only to 
strengthen the dire phantasy it should destroy! Cruel manl 
Tour own dark errand might have better instructed yout 
For if Lucrezia was destined to remain in Rome, Lucrezia 
bad not been offered to Ferrora, and Ferrara need not to have 
had recourse to such means to foil her destiny. Nay, I will 
teep your counsel, fear not! Only those who love Lucrezia 
need feart Nor do I blame you for hating her, as you do, 
for I should abhor the very sun that shone on such a wretch I 
Return to Ferrara, and win, what reward you may, by telling 
your lord, that one who should know best, — one who has 
known Lucrezia since she has known herself, admitted the 
worst that you could say against her, as being facts vAich 
only the angels can refutel *' 

Greatly affected by the despair prompting this 4V0wal, 
Alfonso made no reply, well nigh vanquished, as he saw her 
bend over the fountain and weep as if her heart would 
break in the intensity of her anguish. 

" This confession sufficest " he said, slowly approaching, 
and raising her hand to his lips. *' And as for yourself, lady, 
your generous defense of so evU a cause persuades me that 
you are wortiiy of a true friendship! " 

She drew her hand from him instantly and with a sort of 
delirious gayety wrote the word '* friendship " on the water 
of ttie fountain. 

" Lookl Scarcely a ripple remains! That is the endt *' 

she said, dashing away her tears with great bitterness. " Let 
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us but add another word — farewelll And let the trace it 
shall leave tell, when we shall meet againi " 

Something Alfonso meant to say. But the words died on 
his lips. He seated himself beside her on the rim of the 
fountain* gazing with mingled sadness and passion on her 
lovely form, heaving with the emotions she endeavored to 
conceal. 

" Let us not part as enemiesi " he said at leng^ " let 
me but see your face, or prove to me that you are not Luciezia 
Borgia, — and I will wiwship you! " 

" Tes, — I will in-ove it, — assuredly I will prove iti But 
do not touch my masb, as you are a manl " exclaimed tlw 
gill, starting up in terror, as Alfonso, finding his resolutions 
waver, seized the mash with the fierce determination of de- 
priving himself of the last hope. But at the very Instant, 
when, vanquishing her resistance, he drew it off, the light was 
extinguished by the touch of the Invisible spring. And, at 
the same time, Alfonso found himself clasped by two soft 
arms that encircled his neck, two lips whose sweetness made 
him reel, were pressed upon his own for iriiat seemed to him 
an evanescent instant, and a voice whispered between sobs 
and tears: 

" Would Lucrezia have so forgiven yon? '* 

Welding irresistibly to the delirium of the moment, Alfonso 
tried to clutch the beautiful phantom. He grasped empty 
air. He rushed forward, but as suddenly paused. 

For while the sweetness of Lucrezia's hiss still lingered on 
his lips, there rushed throu^ his memory the dismal legends 
of her haunts. Tet, it seemed impossible that she could mean 
him harm. Suddenly a mirthful voice fell on bis ear, and 
the dufce of Romagna made his entry, as if from the valley 
wi&out. 

" Upon my word, the holy gentleman from Ferraral " 
Cesaie exclaimed, with feigned surprise. " Your pardon, 

187 



D,j,i,i.aL, Google 



THE COURT OF LUCIFER 

holy sir, for disturbing your devotioiisl It has been whis- 
pered to Donna Lucrezia, that a saintly hermit had honored 
her abode wiUi his pFesence, and she has requested that we 
conduct him straightway to her presencel Ahl " the duke 
concluded with a sigh, " how refreshing in our frivolous age 
to meet one living up to the teachings of Thomas a Eempis, 
dwelling in cavems and sustaining one's carcass with snails, 
wild herbs and divine contemplations! The halo cannot 
fail you, whether you survive the diet or noti " 

Alfonso was instantly struck with the falsehood of the 
duke's statement, but not deserted by his own wit, he replied 
in a tone of hilarity: 

" I am happy that the sight is so pleasing to your highness, 
and as for the nature of my contemplations, I hope that you 
may find them equally so in timet I trust to win Donna 
Lucrezia's pardon for trespassing on her bowerst " 

Cesare Borgia smiled. 

" Her grace guarantees you full immunity," he replied, as 
they stepped from the grotto, and entered a bosquet of orange 
trees in full bloom, then proceeded over the sloping ground 
to a terrace, cu which there rose a verdant throne. The 
moon shone fully upon it with the light of a rayless sun, 
and by its lustre Alfonso discerned that the terrace was 
thronged with a splendid court, grouped around a woman 
who occupied the throne. 

As Alfonso approached by the side of the duke, he noted 
with amazement that, in the brief time which had elapsed, 
Luciezia had changed her attire and was arrayed in a Spanish 
dress suited to her rank and the fashion of the time. A 
bodice of silver tissue confined her perfect form, a coronet 
bright with jewels crowned her brow. She looted indeed a 
queen, resembling only in the vague identity of all forms of 
beauty the Andalusian dancer or the nymph of the fountain. 
But for the pallor of her cotmtenance it would have been imr 
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possible to guess that she had passed through so eserTattng 
anordeaL 

Alfonso's suspicions were strengthened by this wonderful 
facility oS change, which seemed to demonstrate her faculties 
(rf dissimolation. Anticipating the raillery which the sup- 
posed relaxation of his principles would occasion, he was 
staggered at finding himself face to face with those who had 
witnessed his grand display in refusing Luciezia's scarf, 
among them, Paolo Orsino. 

The ^oom on the Orsino's visage seemed to mark but 
little delight in the frolic. Bembo seemed not to know how 
to look and Intended to take his cue from the aspect of his 
lord. Accordingly he grew very solemn when he perceived 
Alfonso's stem composure. 

Lucrezia's pallor deepened as the duke of Romagna ap- 
proached with his companion, whom he accused of having 
attempted, under the gtu'se of his holy garb, to win the love 
of one of her chastest nymphs, in the Grottoes of the Mino- 
taunis. 

" Answer, my Iiird, else you are lost! " Cesare concluded 
his speech, affecting to clap the Hospitaller encouragingly on 
the Moulder. 

" The charges are too vague," Alfonso replied, in the bit- 
terness of his feeling projecting a stroke which would deal 
two wounds at once. " Let the nymph herself accuse mel 
Then perchance you shall learn, that I accepted her invita- 
tion merely to convince her how I despised her, taking advan- 
tage neither of the solitude norJier undisguised tendemessi " \ of 

At these words Luciezia's countenance flushed so deeply \ ' 
tiiat it was in itself sufficient to betray her to all who had any 
inkling of the truth. And Cesare's visage took all ^le pallid 
tints which bad deserted her own. 

" Let the nymph be called," fbe duke said, after a pause, 
" fliat she may openly refute this boasterl " 
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" Since he has so grossly betrajred her to our laughter it 
would be shame to bothi " Lucrezia replied hurriedly, without 
raising her long lashes and relapsing into a deadly pallor, 
like a cloud receding into whiteness as it passes from sunset 
" Not that I altogether believe it," she added, " yet it will be 
a warning to her in the future, not to trust too blindly! " 

Alfonso bowed with an air of indifFerence, which, he could 
perceive, struck a pang into Lucrezia's heart, but without 
relenting, he stepped aside. 

" And now, my lord Orsino, — having disposed of flUs 
matter, we are in the humor to Usten to your music," she 
continued, turning to Paolo with a kindness, which immedi- 
ately brightened his expression, and, starting up, as it were, 
into existence at the word, he left the terrace and in a few 
moments appeared beneath it with a band of chosen musi- 
cians. They immediately commenced the melodious strains 
of a madrigal, but the Orsino disturbed its effects by a can- 
zone which he sang in pathetic lamentation of the cruelty 
of his mistress, the musicians answering him in set responses 
like a Hellenic chorus. 

" The Oisino is in bad voice to-night," Cesare said causti- 
cally to Macliiavelli, whom he chanced to espy in the throng. 
" It sounded more like the croak of a night-birdi " 

As he concluded tlie remark, he glanced down at the ambas- 
sador's mantle, which, at one time of a rich crimson, appeared 
somewhat the worse for age and wear. 

" My dear Niccolo," he continued with a smile, " my per- 
sonal regard for the Serene Republic of Florence is greatly 
enhanced by your imposing garb, whose antique splendor 
might even give rise to a rumor that it had at one time covered 
the consecrated carcass of Aeneas. But, — if you wish to 
mate proselytes to your cause, urge your magnificent lords 
to at least clothe you in a manner befitting so great a light 
of his agel " 
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MachiaTcUi bowed gravely. 

" Your grace forgets, that, the flimsier the cover, the 
greater ttw light" 

Cesaie smiled. 

" It needs no other defense! Yet I fear the dye at your 
mantle, my dear Niccolo, irill not make many republicsl " 

Lucrezia Borgia, in the meantime, had beckoned Alfonso 
to her side, and contrary to bis inclination, engaged him in 
conversation, speaking to him In whispered tones, while the 
Orsino was croaking bis serenade. 

" I have purposely contrived this meeting," she said wifli 
downcast eyes, while he, more convinced than ever of her 
identity with the Spanish dancer, and remembering his bit- 
ter invectives against her, inwardly reproached himself for 
his conduct. " Yet, — iriiatever you may have heard of 
Lucrezia Borgia, you at least are immune from her cruelty. 
Your friend ISesser Bembo assures me that you are ot noble 
birth and of no mean fortune! The giri who lured yon to 
the grotto is tbe heiress of great wealth, tbe only daughter 
of a noble house. She has- confessed to me, — and your own 
words confirm it, — that she dislikes you not! My lord, — 
deem you, it is impossible that you could love? For, pro- 
curing a dispensation from your vows of our Holy Father, 
why should I not maice you two happy, I, who am re- 
ported to have made so many miserable? " 

Alfonso for a moment stared at her In utter amazement, 
mingled, scarcely to his own consciousness, with chagrin. 
For he discerned In Lucrezia's words an anxious attempt to 
destroy all suspicion in his mind of her identity with the 
Andalusian, and thus to terminate the adventure. 

** Your grace," he replied, starting at the deep earnest* 

ness with irtiich Lucrezia was gazing at him In anticipation 

of bis reply. " I am deeply bound to you and to your fair 

satellite, who honors me so far. But my vow is of a standing 
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and efficacy even beyond tiw power <rf the Holy Father of 

Christendom to disBolre, — being of my own free wiUI " 

" It must be," replied Lucrezia, with a playful yet melan- 
choly smile, " that your heart is already pledged^ and that 
some potent memory renders all our efforts vaini ** 

" It is not so," he replied, " or yet — it is. A memoryl " 

Ss paused abruptly. For witti the sudden memory at 
the night at the Fountain of Tcevl a great misery swept 
over his heart. 

" But," Lucrezia replied timidly, " since you never have 
seen the face of her with whose hand I intended to mate yon 
happy, — will you not stay at least until you have? " 

" Madonna, you have answered your own questioni — 
'Hct invincible rival, whoever she may be, is — a memoryl " 

" A memoryl — Tet, do we not all seek love, in all things, 
under all guises? Do we not all shun loneliness — solitude — 
misery? Peiiups mine, too, is that fate I And since hap- 
piness is denied to me, why should I hesitate, at least to quaff 
the purple fountain of pleasure and revel out this else so 
meanin^esB dream of Itfe?" 

" Tour grace needs no other defense than the custom In 
ancient Hellas, — to display your beauty before your 
judges I " replied Alfonso coldly. 

" As Phryne, the Athenian courtesan! Your comparisons 
are noble, my lord, but I blame you notl " she replied, wiA 
exceeding sadness and gentleness. " What avails it, to rebel 
against destiny? And thin is minel " 

" U Lucrezia Borgia complains of her estate, — who then 
may praise it? " Alfonso said, touched by the plaintive sub- 
mission of her reply. 

" A vintage feast overshadowed by a thunder storm — 
who enjoys the hour? " 

" I fear your grace has too severe a confessor, ^nce you 

liken the future to so dark a picture," said Alfonso, with an in- 
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nuMido irtiicli he thought would not escape Luciena'B 
notice. 

'* The futoret How can my confessor threaten me with 
that, when I obe; all his injunctions to the letter, when, — 
but nol I have indeed done wrongi "said Lucrezia, turning 
pale, and Instantl; adding with a liveliness, which from the 
contrast seemed forced: "But I will not tate your denial, 
until you have seen all my fair court unveiled, among them 
the nymph of the Bgerian Grottal " 

The Orsino, vainly awaiting the applause he craved for 
his musical efforts, entirely disregarded by Lucrezia, glared 
gloomily at Alfonso as the latter retreated, when Machia- 
velli suggested that Bembo recite the Ode he had composed 
in praise of Lucrezia, which, as he had avowed, would mate 
her as immortal as Petrarca's Laura. 

" Inasmuch as hopelessness was Petrarca's muse, I may 
certainly boast the same," Bembo replied with warmth. " If 
my vRoTta would but sufficiently please your grace to obtain 
for me even a glory so moumfuL"' 

" Nay, Messer Canon, this life is long enough to be un- 
happy In," replied Lucrezia with a playful sarcasm, resonant 
with a deeper feelin g . 

" Madonna, it is impossible to escape your immortalityl ** 
said dvke Guidobaldo, he of Urbino. " Even now Messer 
Pietro has in his doublet, fairly penned on a perfumed and 
flowered parchment, a matchlesB canzonet in your praise." 

" Let us Iiear it, since you seem determined that I must 
appear at the bar of posterity," said Lucrezia with a sigh, 
whereupon Messer Bembo threw out his chest with an air 
of becoming mystery and pompousness and redted his poem. 

" What an elaborate inspiration! " Cesare remarked with 
a a^, while Lucrezia listened with an absent smile. 

" Sannazzaro writes not thus of me," she said, when Bembo 

had concluded amid general applause. " And the sizens of 
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bis native Parthenop^ have imbued bis verse with so sweet 
a rhythm that posterity will listen with a pleased ear. Yet — 
yours has a fair sound too. — Messer Niccolo, what think 
you of your school-fellow's verse? " 

" As the verse of my school-fellow," replied MacbiaveUi, 
laconically. 

" It is too Lombard, foe Messer Niccolo's taste. Ba ajK 
proves of no phrase that cannot be found in bright Boccac- 
cio," said the young Cardinal of Medici. 

" These trifles, your Eminence, lose their appreciation in 
ears that have been long out of Florence," replied Macbisr 
velli, with a smile of peculiar """'"g to the brother of the 
exiled Pier. " But I marvel to hear your most worshipful 
lordship recommend Boccaccio so warmly, as if it were as 
profitable a perusal as some holy breviary." 

" Men look not in breviaries for good language, Ser Niccolo, 
but for good divinity; thoo^ I never heard that you looted 
In them for either," replied the young cardinal testily. 

" What occasion, my lord, when we see before us such 
ahitilng living examples? " retorted Machiavelli. 

Cesare interrupted this exchange of pleasantries, by pro- 
posing a ballet, to which Lucrezia languidly assented, while 
Alfonso grimly declined any share in the revelry. The more 
zealously Paolo Orsino offered himself as Lucrezia's partner. 

But to his surprise and chagrin she replied that she was too 
greatly fatigued; and, bitercepting the look that Alfonso cast 
at her, full of strange meaning, Paolo Orsino retired in silent 
wrath. 
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CHAPTER IV 

PAOLO ORSmO 

ESARE'S vigilant eye had 
noted the whole scene, and 
perceiving that the Orsino 
strolled discontentedl; away 
from the revellers, he tooli 
Hie opportunity of qtdefly 
following him into a sin- 
gularly winding maze of 
myrtles. 
On hearing steps in his 
wake the moody baron turned and, recognizing Cesaie, 
awaited his approach, perhaps more with suspicioa than 
respect. 

" Cliance is my friend, Lord Paolo; I knew not by what 
means to gain your private ear,*' said the duke very gra- 
ciously, even affectionately. "Our Lady be thanked! I 
luve now an occasion, for which I have long prayed, to 
convince your noble house of my good will and desire to ha- 
sten the alliance which you have so much at heart," 

" My lord, it needs no assurances) The sudden coldness 
of his Holiness to ourselves, his open scorn of oxa allies, — 
Donna Lucrezia's undisguised contempt are matters that 
speak for themselvesl " replied Paolo with infinite bitteroess. 
" I little doubt but that it is yonder buckram from Ferrara 
that makes our sire so stiff," returned Cesare, and Paolo's 
start confessed how quickly the insinuation had found fertile 
soil in his mind. " Nay, I am more than ever confinned in 
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my suspidon that the Hospitaller's discourteous refusals vere 
but intended to blind suspicion, and that, under the veil of 
the farce we just witnessed, Lucrezia granted him an audience 
to listen to renewed proposals from Ferraral " 

" My lord, if you think so, and if you are sincere in your 
promise to us, you will this very moment drive him back to 
his insolent master," exclaimed the Orsino. 

" I am not master in Romel Besides, this is a mission 
with whose secret import only his Holiness and Donna Lu- 
crezia are acquainted, but we all feel the effects," replied 
Cesare. " But to be frank, I have conceived a great plan, 
to which the alliance with Ferrara would be fatal and 
in which I cannot hope to succeed without your assist- 
ance." 

" I would gladly accede to anything short of my honor or 
my life, to have this demonstrated," said Paolo eagerly. 

" To begin with then, I have discovered, ~ it was at 
Bracdano, — that the hope is vain to found a dominion among 
these hills of RomulusI Of late, his Holiness being angry 
with Ferrara, we have often discussed the question, if the 
lands on the Po, though severed from the Patrimony of St 
Peter, are not as much included in the bequest of the Countess 
Matilda, — Heaven keep her silly ghost, — as any of those 
on the Tiber, which you grasp so tightly! Moreover they 
lie, as it were, within one hug c^ my possessions in Romagna, 
and with Bologna, — but I speak not <tf the sausage-makers 
now, tiiey are your friends I Row in exchange for my con- 
sent to Lucrezia's marriage with the heir of the Orsini, — 
yourself, — his Holiness had consented to claim the dukedom 
of Ferrara as a fief of the chturch." 

The Orsino bowed, evidently at a loss how to accept this 
seemingly frank avowal. 

" But all has changed since this accursed Ferrarese set foot 

In Rome," Cesare continued. ** The Pontiff is acting 
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strangely. Wher^ore does he delay this marriage, to effect 
which he doubtlessly invited you to Rome? " 

" His Holiness bids me win his heavenly dau^ter*B con- 
sent and I have his own," returned the startled Orsino. 

" There was a time he did not consult her own choice," 
said Cesare. " Bat, — how do you progress in your court- 
ship? I think she gives your love but scant encouragementi " 

Paolo's dismal aspect acknowledged the truth <rf this ob- 
servation. 

" The aspiring blood of the Borgia flows in her veins. 
Likely enough she prefers the sovereignty of Ferrara even to 
your potent vassalage. Have we not all remarked how, 
despite his feigned slights, she still pours the full sunshine 
of her kindness on this emissary? " 

" A woman's whim, — an accursed whimi " said Paolo 
hurriedly. 

" I confess it were ill, if the envoy should succeed," Cesare 
replied, in a mUd and sympathetic tone. " And he may in 
all trutii, considering how offended his Holiness is with the 
insolence of your vassals, chiefly Vitellozzo. How would you, 
the greatest of the Roman barons, enjoy the office <rf holding 
the bridegroom's stirrup as he mounts to go to St. Peter's? " 

" When that hour comes, — but your grace is pleased to 
jesti " exclaimed the Orsino with fl^Hhing eyes. 

" My good angel, if I have one, grant it be but a jesti " 
replied Cesare with feigned indignation. 

" Tour highness is known to be a poet, and these fears may 
be but visions of your fancy." 

" As I have told you, I bat surmise the Hospitaller's pur^ 
pose, not being initiated into the core of his mysteries. It is 
in vain to deny what all the world has long whispered, that 
his HoUness' teart is not as it used to be. The old man is in 
his dotage, dreams only of his superb melon-flower, as he 
calls her, — his Lucrezia," said Cesare with unaffected bitr- 
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terness. " But will it not seem strange if, after granting 
the envoy an interview to-night alone, — in the grottoes, — 
to-moirow she exhibits a sudden change to coldness and dis- 
tance? Ask me not irtience I derive my knowledge, — use 
your eyes! " 

" Alone — In die grottoes? " muttered the Orsino. 

" The power is in your hands to confirm or to remove our 
fears," said Cesare banquiUy, remarkiiig the effect of his 
insinuations. " Use it, — use it nowl Demand the imme- 
diate fulfilment of the promised nuptials, backed by the 
overawing power of your mighty confederacy] Let the Pon- 
tiff know that you have the power and dare to use it, else 
in a short time it will melt away as Alpine snows." 

The Orsino looked at Cesare, almost staggered into some 
belief in his sincerity, above all elated by the prospect of 
the immediate gratification of the fierce passion which raged 
in his blood. 

Still he replied with he^tation. 

« Tour grace speaks of dethroning one of the most power- 
ful and ancient of the princes of Italy, as if it were but stretch- 
ing out your hand to pluck a ripe fig. And one in dose al- 
liance with the victorious King ot France." 

" And therefcve the more my enemyl " returned Cesare 
fiercdy. " But the Republic of Florence is equally pro- 
tected by France, yet the friends of IHer de' Medici do 
not despair of seeing the golden balls glistening once more 
over die portals of the Seignory." 

** But the friends (tf Messer Kiccolo of Florence are not 
likely to aid in any such enterprise," said Paolo, once more 
very dubiously. 

" I desire but that men should believe in my actions, — 

words are air," replied the subtle Borgia. " Let us keep away 

from these revellers, Paolo, for the very leaves must not hear 

me now, lest they whisper it again. If you will apply the 
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test we have devised, if you will enter into this compact 
with me, that Ferrara shall be mine, we will unitedly restore 
the Medici in Florence and compel the Pontiff to ratify tlie 
marriage between yourself and Lucrezia." 

" These are still but words, my lord, words, — words! " 
replied the Orsino impatiently. 

" But I will give you deeds, — deedsl " Cesare returned In 
the some strain. " Tou know how valuable the city of 
Arezzo is to the Florentines, what a thorn it was in their side, 
till they subdued it, so near to themselves, and tiielr enemies, 
the ViteUi at Castello." 

« I have neither foi^otten my own name, my lord, nor this 
matter," returned the Orsino coldly. 

" But you know not that when I was campaigning in Tu&- 
cany there came to me two of its chief citizens with the offer 
to revolt against tiie Florentines, if I would sanction the 
enterprise," said Cesare. " Tour friends were not mine at 
tiiat time and I refused. But with all my Mendship for 
Nlccolo, I betrayed not these wortiiy gentlemen, 1^0 still 
go about in Arezzo with their heads on their shoulders." 

" Something, it is true, I have beard of this," said the 
Orsino, somewhat shalcen. 

*' A word of mine could restir this action. A warning 
that the Republic has information of their treason ripens 
it at once, — If Vltellozzo would promise aid h'om Castello," 
continued the Borgia. " That word shall be spoten as soon as 
I am convinced of the reaUty of my fears. A successful re- 
volt woiild rally all the partisans of the Medici. The French 
will soon be too busy in Naples to interfere. Together we will 
invade Tuscany, restore Pier and then, — think you the Pontifi 
would dare refuse his daughter to your victorious aims?" 

Had the Orsino not been utterly blinded by passion, he 

could not but have instantly perceived the trap the Borg^ 

had opened for him. As it was he hesitated, by reverting 
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to Ub doubts as to tiie pretended misaon from Ferrara, the 
basis on which the whole stnictuie rested. 

Bat Cesam ciaftQy adapting himself to the mood, niged 
that he should rouse the whole confederacy to a united and 
peremptory demand for the immediate fulfilment of the 
alliance between their leader and Lucrezia Borgia. Unable 
even to conjectuie the extraordinary discoveries which Cesaie 
ptotended to have made, and which secrefly prompted him, 
Paolo could see no reason for suspecting his sincerity in en- 
deavoring to hasten the measures once so unpalatable to him. 
At last he consented to submit the matter to the barons, so 
far as related to the expediency of demanding an immediate 
consummation of the nuptials, the rest being withlield until 
the result was ascertained on which it depended. 

In the midst of the discussion on the latter point, which 
passed chiefiy in whispers, the distant music of the revelry, 
which had never ceased, came to a sudden pause, which at- 
tracted Cesare's attention. 

"Surely Lucrezia has taken umbrage at otur protracted 
absence, and has broken up the festival. Let us hasten to 
themi" 

The Oisino smiled acquiescence, and the two new allies 
retraced their steps throi^ the winding labyrinth and sepa- 
rated as they approached the terrace. 

" ITow he will take the bull by the horns," mused Cesare, 
with a scornful ghince at his late companion, " and he will 
receive his passport from Lucrezia. And his Holiness' 
blood has not yet turned to milk. Let but the confederacy 
thieatenl The Vitelll busy at Arezzo, — the Colonna e^ 
iled, — the Orsini irriteting the French in tlietr attempt to 
restore the Medici in Florence, — the war of Naples inun(* 
nent, — the cards are once more in my hands! " 

Then he strode slowly through the thickets and took the 
winding road leading to Ca<;tel San Angelo. 
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IN THB 8ION OF THE SERPENT 

PON arriTing at Castel San 
Angelo, Cesare immediately 
entered the gallery leading 
to the tomb of tlie emperor, 
in -wUth he discovered Mi- 
guelotto fretfully perambu- 
lating, examining vindovs 
and dooTB and the crevices 
in the stone, and pausing 
at times as if to listen. 
NeverthelesB he did not perceive the stealthy approach of 
the duke of Romagna, and gave a violent start as he found 
himself suddenly confronted with the Borgia, who had been 
watching hitn some time in silence, 

"Has your prisoner escaped?" queried Cesare, peering 
into M^uelotto's livid countenance. 

" I mean to forestall his mysterious excuisioos," replied 
Higuelotto. "One more twist on the rack — your mercy 
was iU-timed, my lordl " 

" After the doctrine he delivered touching upon Lucrezia's 
nuptials I cannot as yet spare him to heaveni " replied Cesare 
with a sardomc smile. " The raven's croaking may vex our 
earn, but it will warn those, whose good angel, if they have 
one, may raise his voice. Have you acquainted the monk witii 
the task we require of him ttk-night? ** 
" I did, your grace." 
" And he consented? '* 
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" When I approftclied bis cell he was holding discourae 
with the fiend, who called on him in the shape of a huge rat. 
And 80 dismal was their colloquy that I dared not remain. 
Thus your grace found me engaged in endeavoring to prevent 
his escape I " 

" I have listened to much strange gibberish in my journeys 
and campaigns," said the duke. " Yet even at Padua, 
where I studied Hebrew, never have I listened to so extraor- 
dinary a discourse. Therefore, Miguelotto, conduct me with 
all speed to the friar's dungeon. Where have yon ^aced 
the confessor? " 

The castellan pointed below. 

" A famous retreat for one given to meditatioii.'' 

" The last occupant? " 

" Devoured by the ratsi " 

Cesare shuddered. 

" He was too feeble to defend himself, and was almost 
dead when we tied the rock to him and opened the trapdoor 
over the Tiber." 

There was a brief pause, then the duke said abruptly: 

" And how does Donna Fiamma since her mad prank at 
SL Peter's? Have you as yet discovered, Miguelotto, in 
what manner she escaped from her prison? " 

Miguelotto was again busily searching for some exit where 
there was none. 

" As for the manner of her escape, — the fiend tate me, 
if I have been able to account for it, unless — she also is 
leagued with him, for she does nothing but staie at space 
and lau|^I " 

" She laughs? " 

" It may be the air of the dungeons, — for her lau|^ is 
most unholyl" 

Cesare nodded, and they proceeded down the gallery. 
Arriving at its extreme end, they descended a winding stair^ 
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way, leading to so great a depA that all li^t was lost The 
air smelled foul and rank as in a sepulchre. 

Cesare entered the friar's dungeon alone, for he took the 
lamp from Miguelotto, desiring him to wait outside. Even 
with the aid of the light, which shed a pale, nebulous glimmer 
in the noisome air, it was some time ere the duke could dis- 
cern the object d his search. But gradually he perceived 
the person of Fra Bruno, linked to the wall by a chain tiiat 
scarcely permitted him to move beyond a heap of musty 
straw which formed his bed. On this he was seated, gathered 
together in a singular coucbant attitude, his eyes closed, mut- 
tering aloud, interrupted only by the regular trlo-troc (^ a 
drop of water which oozed through a hole in the wall and 
fell perpetually with the same perpetual monotony of splash. 
It is said the exceeding torture inflicted by this regular and 
unvarying sound often vanquished the obstinacy of crimi- 
nals, on whom the rack had in vain exhausted its agonies. 

Listening for a few instants, Cesare distinguished some 
words ol his dismal soliloquy. 

" Meritum hominis nullum est — why then should his 
ofEenses be reckoned against him? — Trio-troc — tric-troc — 
forever and everl Two thoughts evenly balanced — trio- 
troc — But how long? OhI How blessed, were it but one 
sotmdl What is man? A beast — tric-troci Tet to be 
in wisdom as a God — that were somethingt " 

He paused for a moment, and the silence of the sepulchre 
which pervaded the galleries was only broken by the mon- 
otony of the oozing drop splashing on the flagstones. 

" Trio-trocI Tri>trocI If it came but a little fasterl " 
the monk continued his muttering. " I am not Impatient. 
But my brain will buistl Trio-trocI Slavel Did you 
abdicate all right to human happiness? Did you abandon 
the task for which the sacrifice was decreed? What task? 
When ^aven itself took his part! Heaven itself stays 
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the thunder* and it pauaesl Trio-trocI Trio-troc! Per- 
chance her warm blood too kindles in the contagion — 
let OS not think, —let us not thinkl No matter what be- 
falls, — it is trio-troc, — tric-troc, — through all darkness, 
all eteniityl " 

The duke threw the flare of his lamp suddenly on the Do- 
minican, who leaped up with a dismal clangor of his chains, 
but the radiance, feeble as it was, blinded him for a few mo- 
ments. 

" Get thee behind me, Satan] " the monk muttered, " I 
have cast thee from me, — I have renounced (bj 
luresl" 

" I am not so consequential, — I am but Cesare BotglM, 
duke of Romagnal I have come to release yoa from your 
chains, from your tric-troc, to bid you go forth and tell the 
people, who already believe you a miracle worker, that you 
have a commi88i<»i from on high to reform the church, to 
reduce it to the humility and holiness oi apostolic times, and 
that there is one by Heaven appointed to be your right hand, 
your sword in the great work; one whose name is Cesare 
Borgial " 

The monk stared vacantly at Cesare as tiie latter uttered 
these words, yet he scarcely seemed to comprehend the mean- 
ing, repeating them with a strange wondering expression. Ce- 
sare patiently waited the result, trying to aid the efforts 
of Fra Bruno's intellect. 

" The Pontiffs attention will soon be absorbed In matters 
of his own; the Colonna are astir to profit by our discord witii 
the Orsinil This castle shall be your retreat, — your appear- 
ances out of it so many miraclesi " 

" And you, — Cesare Borgia, — to aid in this work! " said 
Fra Bruno vacantly. 

" Tou shall believe in mel " exclaimed Cesare impatiently. 
*' Have you not, in the face of beaven and earth, denounced the 
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marriAge of Lucrezia Borgia as a mortal sin against 
both? " 

The effect of these words was so instantaneous that ttiey 
indeed might have been considered miraculous. The half- 
extinguished light in tlie friar's eyes revived, the wandering 
Uioughts became fixed, and the Dominican exclaimed, with 
a look whose fierceness startled even the Borgia: 

" And how will you prevent it ? " 

Cesore regarded him a moment in silence. 

" Confessorl There is no need to tell yon that Cesare 
Borgia would rather perish than suffer Lucrezia to become 
the wife of Alfonso of Ferraral " he then said, with a de- 
moniacal look. " Listen when I tell you, that, though you 
have withstood my torments, I know the cause of your hatred 
of myself; — it is, because you have loved Lucrezia too velll " 

Fra Bruno's head sank on his breast and even its ^ostily 
dungeon tints became suffused. After a long pause, he re- 
plied: 

" Destiny is mightier than its wavel " 

" I must be master in Rome ere she pledges her faith to 
Duke Ercole'B envoy," Cesare said, with an impatient wave 
of the hand. " Therefore I would have you mingle with the 
superstitious populace; their tumults, stirred hy yourself 
and those of the Colonna, will compel the Pontiff to call 
my ensigns into Romel Then I am masterl Then you shall 
reform the church to what poverty or lowliness your barefoot 
fancies may lead youl And to whom could I more worthily 
entrust the task than to jrou, irtio fearlessly invoked ttw 
thunder of ^aven on our heads, — our guilty heads," con- 
cluded the duke with a sardonic smite. 

" To me, whose life and deeds are fated and predestined," 
replied Hw monk, after a pause of prcrfound rumination. 

** Fated and predestined, — to you, the confessor of Donna 
Lucrezial** 
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" Then weie I indeed the instnuneiit of ^avenl " said 
the monk. 

" You have publicly denounced as adulterous any futuie 
wedlock Lucrezia may enter into, — yon have invoked 
the lightningB of Heaven on the offender — monk, yon dare 
not recantl " 

" Tou release me from the trio-troc — I will fulfil your 
mission I " 

The dute nodded. 

" It is welll There will be yet another task required of 
you." 

"Die monk did not reply at once, but seemed to relapse 
into his former state of gibbering ruminatiott. A huge rat 
at this moment sprang from its concealment in the wall on 
the floor of the dungeon and disappeared squeaking behind 
the duke. 

Cesare had seen enough. 

" Do yon hear, monk? " he thundered into the friar's ear. 

" I hear, I hearl " came the gibbered reply. — 

** Bow does Donna Fiamma? " the duke turned to Mlgne- 
lotto, whom he had rejoined without. 

" Donna Fiamma has driven all from her presence ^o 
have dared approach her." 

" So much file better! We shall have no spies! " replied 
the duke carelessly. 

" She has even refused the food, specially prepared for her 
accu'ding to your highness' direction." 

" On what does she subsist? " 

" As I live, your grace, I know not! " Miguelotto replied, 
with a puzzled look, and not at all free from a touch of super- 
stition. " When I remonstrated witii her from the top of the 
winding stairs, she gave a slirill lau^ and bade me go to the 
devd, or to your grace, which, as she said, was one and th« 
same! " 

m6 



Digitized by Google 



IN THE SIGN OF THE SERPENT 

" She always possessed extraordinary penetratioiit" replied 
the dulra. " But your chef — Miguelotto, — your chef, I 
fear, would have saved Emperor ViteUius many an emetic." 

Miguelotto looked puzzled. 

" She has eaten nothing since she left her chamber to wit- 
ness the pageant at St. Peter's. I would rather face the 
hound of hell than a woman in her temper, — and I have si- 
lenced many a one, — with word and deedl Would it not 
be well to place her in one of the lower dungeons? If she 
should speak — all would be lost! " 

" Tou are mistaken, Catalan) " Cesare replied huiriedly, 
remounting the stairs leading above. " She will not speakt 
Bst memory of that night is a blank. Besides, it is the mind, 
not the body, we must assaiL" 
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CHAPTER VI 

SANTA MARIA IN TRA8TBVRRB 

HE eminence on niiidi tie 
sttoated the supposed niins 
of tiw ancient temple of tibe 
Sun had been appropriated 
by the duke of Romagna 
for the pageant he had pre- 
pared for the following day, 
lepresenting the ancient 
myths. Its elevation ren- 
dered the spot itself not an 
altogether unfit Olympus, commanding the vast gardens 
swarming with countless multitudes, hemmed in by a wide 
amphitheatre of palaces, woods, vineyards and ruins, veiled 
In the golden haze of high noon. The entire height, cano* 
pied with silk of the hues of the cloudless azure, was dironged 
with illustrious guests seated at a banquet, which to share 
the Olympians might have been tempted to abandon ttieir 
nectar and ambrosia. Ascending the terraces with a min- 
gled sense of curiosity and defiance, Alfonso himself stared 
amazed at the more than Assyrian splendor of the spectacle. 

Alexander was the only personage present iriio appeared 
in his usual costume. But his majestic appearance qualified 
him without any mythological insignia to represent the Fa- 
ther of the Gods. Cesare enacted the role of Hermes, to 
irtiich hlB gay and astute countenance, his brilliant and cyn- 
ical wit, were admirably suited. By some it was sunnised 
that he had assumed ttiis character, because Hermes was the 
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instrument and messenger of his sire, and a sarcastic allasion 
was supposed to be couched in the twining serpents of his 
caduceus. 

But Alfonso noticed little else after his eye had once fallen 
on Lucrezia. A deep pallor had chased the rose tints from 
her cheeks and her eyes betrayed intense mental sufiering. 
But the role that she had chosen to enact, as If in defiance of 
public opinion, caused Alfonso's wrath to dominate every 
other sentiment in his heart. For, considering the attributes 
<tf the goddess and those commonly asdgned to herself, the 
part of the Queen of Love, which she had assayed, seemed 
like a challenge. She wore a purple robe, embroidered with 
silver stars, which the ancients ascribed to Venus, clasped 
by a ^rdle of pure gold, to which hung the silver mirror; 
and with the golden "fl"^^^U and her crown of roses, tiw warm 
perfume vafted about her, the grace of her gestures, the win- 
ning sweetness td her voice, every attribute of the alt«ub^ 
duing celestial seemed to be united in her person. 

Beside her sat Paolo Orsino, whose undisguised passion 
and doting admiration supported the character of the mar- 
tial lover of Venus, while the duke of Urbino performed the 
role of a jealous and deformed husband with a skill of no 
mean ability. At the sight of Alfonso, Lucrezia began to 
enact her part of tendeness towards Paolo. A great indigna- 
tion and bitterness filled Alfonso's soul, when he remarked 
the bewildering effect of her coquetry on the Orsino. Cruel 
to the last degree, it was a still greater proof of her diabolical 
nature. 

Turning his back on the scene, Alfonso hastened down the 
declivity until he reached the shores of the river, resolved 
this very evening to carry out a plan long secretiy harbored. 
After repeatedly hailing a boat, its owner condescended to 
approach and signified bis willingness to row the stranger to 
the Tnstevere. 
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The last glow of the westering sun had died away behind 
the cypress groves of Mount Janiculum. The golden clouds 
had become gray as ashes. A balmy freshness filled tin air 
as Alfonso entered the deserted convent of Santa Maria in 
Trastevere. 

For a moment Alfonso paused and hesitated. It was too 
wild a beginning, too wild a scheme, what he had in mind. 
Yet his maddening doubts must be allayed, and, notwith- 
standing the remembered warning of Uinnus Orsino, be 
mounted a spiral stairway leading into tbe remote regions 
of the convent. 

Traversing a long corridor he came to a chamber of cott- 
siderable size, its two windows facing the churchyard of St. 
Cosmas. The floor was bare, the bed exhaled a musty odor, 
and it required no vivid imagination to picture to oneself a 
murdered man its last incumbent. 

An ebony chest, an oaken table, and a chair constituted 
the scant furnishings. 

There was but one door, the one by which Alfonso had en- 
tered, covered witli the same dull brown paint as the walls. 

Lighting tbe tallow dip he had secured before mounting 
the stairs, Alfonso approached the window. The churchyard 
was steeped in the white, ghostiy light of the full moon. He 
welcomed the moonlight that would in time supplant that 
of the dying candle, thus relieving the greatest fear of man — 
darkness. Alfonso did not fail to note the circumstance that 
the room was some thirty feet above the ground, which sloped 
towards the Tiber, making escape through the windows essen- 
tially impossible. After having finished his survey in that di- 
rection, he sounded the walls with the hUt of his dagger. 
They seemed solid, and no hollow sound rewarded his pre- 
caution. He then examined the floor. The flagstones were 
worn and uneven, but too firmly cemented to yield to or- 
dinary effort. Only once, as he stooped down to examine the 
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chinhs, Alfonso felt as if some ^tastly exhalation was rising 
up from between the creTices, filling the atmosphere with a 
venomotis influence hostile to human life. 

After having concluded these preparations, Alfonso sad" 
denly lemembeied that he had not locked the door. 

For a moment he stood on the threshold and listened. 
Not a sound broke the stillness environing the convent of 
Santa Maria in Trastevere. Reentering the chamber, he 
locked and bolted the door from within. 

Then he glanced at the tallow dip. 

It was slowly consuming itself and he possessed no other. 
To start his researches in the dark would have been madness. 
In vain he upbraided his lack of foresight Now it was too 
late; the opportunity was lost. 

The tight of the tallow dip suddenly flared up brightly, then 
went oat 

Alfonso found himself in darkness save for the light of the 
moon. 

Almost wishing that he had not come, Alfonso flung him- 
self undressed upon the bed, and, after assuring himself of 
his weapon, gradually drifted to sleep. 

How long he had been wrapt in slumber Alfonso knew not, 
when it seemed to him as if the tallow dip ignited of its own 
accord, burning with a dim unsteady radiance. As he stared 
at it, strangely fascinated, another phenomenon caused his 
senses to reel. 

It was a darkness, shaping itself out of the air into a vague 
outline, iriilch gradually assumed the proportions of a human 
form. As, spellbound, he gazed, Alfonso distinguished two 
eyes fixed upon himself; one moment he fancied he saw them 
clearly, the next moment they seemed gone. 

He strove to speak. His voice utterly failed him. He 
strove to rise. In vain. His limbs were paral]rzed. With 
oe an indescribable horror. With a violent 
an 
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effort he groped for the weapon, bat to discover that it had 
beea tMken away. 

Again the light of the candle began slowly to wane. The 
moon was hidden behind a cloud. Profound gloom filled 
the chamber. 

The dark thing, whatever it might be, was gone, save that he 
could stiU discern a dim shadow, which seemed the shadow 
of that shade against the walL 

Suddenly there came three loud measured knocks directly 
from the wall behind the head of the bed. Alfonso wanted 
to rise, to cry out. He could not stir. 

As the sounds ceased, the whole convent seemed to ^brate 
for an instant Then a low insistent weeping struck Alfonso's 
ear, a weeping more tenlble in its heart-rending despair, its 
hopeless anguish than even the phantom which had preceded 
it This sound, too, ceased after a time; then, as forth from 
the floor, there grew a shape, distinct as a shape of life, 
ghastly as a shape of death. 

Hie face was that of a youth with a strange mournful 
beauty. The throat and shoulders were bare, the rest of 
the form was garbed in a dress of courtly splendor. There 
was something incongruous, grotesque, fearful, in the con- 
trast between the magnificence of his apparel and the corpse- 
Uke features. His rich dark hair fell over his shoulders, his 
eyes were turned to ttie door. He seemed listening, waiting, 
watching. And Alfonso's heart nearly stood still in petrified 
horror, as, peering into the face of the apparition, he recog- 
nized the features he had known so well in life, the features 
of Francesco Borgia, dute of Gandia. 

The phantom slowly moved round the chamber, groping 
^th spectral hands along the wall, as If In search of some 
concealed object. And, as it did so, the low insistent weeping 
again filled the chamber, that weeping oi utter hopelessness 
which froze the listener's blood. 
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For a time the phantom costmued its hopeless search, theo 
it paused before a panel in the wall and seemed to press a 
hidden spring. The panel opened noiselessly, and Alfonso 
saw Hke apparition take some letters from a secret drawer. 
It made no effort to read tbem, but replaced them after a 
time without untying the cords that fastened them. Then, 
its features undergoing a sudden, teiiible change, it turned 
full toward the bed on which Alfonso lay. 

Alfonso peered into a livid face, the face of a youth, long 
drowned, bleached, every trace of its former beauty 
vanished. Sea weeds were entangled in the long dripping 
hair, and the broken eyes stared unseeing into space. And 
the phantom of the iU-fated youth slowly groped its way 
through the darkness, closer and closer to the bed on which 
Alfonso lay, unable to move, unable to cry out. The ter- 
rible odor of death and decay was wafted to his nostrils; he 
was unable to avert his gaze as the face of the murdered 
youth bent closer and closer down upon him. Frozen with 
terror, he stared up into the unseeing whites of Francesco's 
broken eyes. The odor of the grave began to benumb his 
senses. With a supertiuman effort Alfonso tried to shake off 
the terrible apparition; with a piercing outcry he leaped from 
the bed. A bright flash of lightning illumined the chamber 
and a loud peal of thunder crashed down on the convent of 
Santa Maria in Trastevere. 

Half crazed with fear and horror, Alfonso reeled to the 
window. Without, a veritable hurricane was sweeidng the 
seven-hilled dty. The lightning was almost incessant and 
the thunder bellowed nearer and nearer. 

Hardly in his senses Alfonso stared around the chamber. 
Everything was as he had left it and it was only by degrees 
that he realized himself emerging from a terrible nightmare. 
But with this realization a sound fell upon his ear, which did 
not emanate bvm the world of dreams. The tiead of mailed 
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foet wai deady andiUe m the court bdtnr. Owing to fibe 
jUigle of ttie walk AUoom could not dictiiigiiidi any one, jct 
the loinid was nnmiat i itaiM e, and had he beat indined to 
doubt hia aeoaes he was forthwith to be undeceived, tor now 
he eoold plahily hear footsteps and the dadt of sted is the 
eonidor below. 

Qoicklr grasping his wieapoii Attonso rasfaed on tiptoe to 
the bdted door of the chambw and listened bseathksdy. 
Bis intuition had at once levealed to him the nature of the 
peril which confrmted him, bat it did not suggest any im- 
mediate means tt escape. 

The dumber possessed but one exit. The windows were 
too hig^ to permit of safe descent into the court below. The 
rush into the corridor would land him in the arms of Ins 
destroyefs. 

Alfonso considezed that one deternnned ann might flght (^ 
his assailants for an indefinite time, owing to fibe nairownesa of 
file stairs. But flie qoality of his opponent, the odds he had 
to face, and flie disadvantage arising from his unfamiUarity 
with the spot caused him to discard a course that would lead 
to inevitable destruction. 

With wildly beating heart Alfonso listened. 

The invaders of Santa Maria in Trastevere had evidendy 
scoured die lower regions of the convent, ere they prepared 
to motmt the upper corridors. They seemed to be holding 
a whispered consultation below. Alfonso tested fiie door. 
It would withstand an attack for some time. Heanwliile 
be most think of an escape from the trap irtiich he had pre- 
pared for himself. 

Almost unconsciously he repeated the tactics of the spectre 
in his dteam. Passing along the walls, with no other li^t 
to guide him, save the vivid flashes of li^tning, he groped 
despairingly for some undiscovered door, and, faiUng in his 
frantic efforts, he even thought of nmking his escape tiiroogh 
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the window, for now he plainly heard them mount the staiis, 
and he could distinguish the voice of the Duke of Romogna. 

A flash of lightning, which seemed to rend the very heavens, 
at that moment sevealed to Alfonso a panel in the wall, which 
appeared a shade darker than the wall in which it reposed. 
It receded before his efforts, and Alfonso entered the dark 
passage behind it just as a tremendous blow was delivered 
against the door of the chamber, and voices from without 
clamored for immediate admission. 

Alfonso was surroimded by Stygian diirlmftgii, Slowly he 
groped forward, pausing now and then to listen. They had 
broken down the door, and, finding no one, the open window 
seemed to have caught their attention. 

Although by nature no coward, Alfonso felt as if in the 
throes of an ague. If they should discover the panell After 
a time their steps died away, and Alfonso noted with some 
d^ree of relief that their echo seemed to resound from below 
where he stood. 

He hardly dared move, for they might return at any mo- 
ment. Thus he remained, as he thought, for hotus. Ba 
could hear fbe howling of the gale in the chinks of the walls, 
he could distinguish the distant growl of the thunder, but he 
could not see the hand before his eyes. And, after the steps 
of the Borgia's men had died to sQence, a new and terrible 
thought came to Alfonso. If he should be unable to find tiie 
spring which the panel obeyed, — if it receded only to the 
touch from irithoutl This thought did not permit him to 
tarry another moment With an effort he dragged his weary 
Umto back Uirough the darkness, until his hands touched the 
paneL But it was some time ere he happened upon the secret 
spring, and with a fervent prayer of thanks Alfonso reentoted 
the chambw, the door of which had been battered down. 

Suddenly he started. By the light of the gray dawn he 
noted what appeared like a secret drawer in the waU. It 
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was the same spot, where the phantom had paused to take 
some letters from their concealment. Wrenching it open, the 
first object that struck Alfonso's gaze was a lace handker- 
chief of finest weave, such as Flandeis produced for its courtly 
consumers. A silkeo.scaif, richly embroidered and exhaling 
a strange perfume, attracted his attention next. With quick 
decision he appropriated both to himself. 

While examining other articles, to him of singular interest, 
of feminine dress, Alfonso wondered. How did these trin- 
kets find their way into a convent? Hone save a person 
of high degree might indulge in such finery, defy the strict 
rules of Ote convent by retaining these totens of worldly 
vanity in a sphere of supposed world weariness. One 
after the other of these trifles, either so indifferent or so 
charming to the gaze of man, Alfonso took from their ctm- 
cealment, replacing them after a time, when his eyes fell oa 
some letters, tied with ribbon of faded yellow. A strange 
eagerness to leam the name and quality of the former incun»- 
bent of the chamber had seized him. They were both written 
in a man's hand, and addressed to " Sister Seraphical " 

A name without meaning, perhaps not her real name. 
Alfonso hesitated. He was about to possess himself <^ the 
secrets of a human being, perchance of two human beings, not 
intended for the eyes of a third. Yet, — If those two, — if 
that one, — 

Slieking off his hesitation, Alfonso unfolded the first letter. 
He gave a start. The letter bore the date of the tenth day 
of June, eight years ago, — four days before Gandia's assas- 
sination, and the handwriting was that of Francesco Borgial 
Here, then, was the inefutable evidence, in search of which 
he had come to Rome! Here were proofe, — other than be 
had expected, — proofe of Francesco's incestuous love, proofet 
of Lucrezia's undeniable guilt. A wild, sensuous love throbbed 
and pulsated through the letter, the longing d a hungry 
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heart, yet here and there were dark unintelligible hints at 
some secret not of love, — some secret rather of crime. " We 
ought to love each other through time and eternity, else we 
may not stand face to face at the bar of the last judgment. 
Do not permit any one to remain with you to-night. You 
talk in your sleep. That irtiich is done cannot be undone, — 
but there is nothing against us, unless the dead return to 
lifel" 

" Unless the dead return to life — " 

What did it mean? To whom did the writer allude? Who 
were the dead, and what deed of Harfcrtpfw did this silence 
screen? 

Alfonso unfolded the second letter. 

A strange sensation had come over him. The letter he 
held in his hand seemed to be freighted with the weigjit of 
his own anguish. His fingers shook so that he could hardly 
hold it 

It bore the date of the thirteenth day of June, 1493, the 
night before Francesco's assassination. 

A mist seemed to form itself before Alfonso's gaze as be 
read and to-read, and read for the third time. His brain 
reeled and his senses seemed to swooo. 

After some dark and vague references to a clandestine 
meeting in the refectory, the writer continued: 

" To-night, sweetheart, shall witness the consummation 
of our wildest desires. To-night our longing hearts, our 
very souls shall mingle in a delirium, compared to which the 
bliss of the angels will seem idle mockery. To-night we shall 
forever break the barriers and defy Fate and the Worldl 
Retire early to allay the suspicions of one we both fearl And 
when yon hear the signal from the churchyard of St. Cos- 
Here the letter stopped abruptly. 

The morning light, growing more intense as the shadows 
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began to leoede tiefon the lisiDg sun, somewhat dispelled 
the terror which benitmbed Alfonso's senses, as he wei^ted 
in his hiinHf f ^h^ damniiig, irrefotable pr oofa of LucreziA's 
goilt 

But so terrible was the effect of the dream phantom, the 
memory of the danger from which he had 80 muTOnriy escaped, 
that some time elapsed ere he coold shake off the terror of 
the night Wherever he turned he saw the phantom of tiie 
murdered Francesco. Every ^lase of the night, from ^ 
time he had entered the convent of Santa Haria, seemed i»> 
delibly inscribed in his memory. 

With a last fiance at the hamited chamber of the convent 
Alfonso descended into the court below, from which a postern 
conducted him through the churchyard of St Cosmas oat 
into the Flaminian Way, where he at once turned toward the 
Boigo Vecchio. 
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CHAPTER VII 

THE WHITE WITCH OP THE BOROO 

HE first personage whom 
Alfonso met upon his re- 
turn to the inn was Bembo, 
who brought the tidings that 
some witches' carniTal was 
brewing on Moote Giordano. 
Paolo Oisino, exasperated 
by the procrastinating pol- 
icy of ttie Pontiff in the 
matter of his betrothal to 
Lucrezia, had called a council of the Orsini clans, to discuss a 
concerted plan of action. The lord of Citta dl Castello, at 
no period of bis turbulent career an advocate of conciliation, 
had urged Paolo to strike at once and to force the Pontiff to 
show his hand. The dufae of Gravina, head of the house <^ 
Orsini, was wavering, when the appearance of a stranger 
forced his decision and the policy of the Orsini. It was the 
mortal enemy of the Borgia, Cardinal Juliano delle Rovere, 
afterward Pope Julius II, who had ventured into Rome in 
disguise, to stir Into action the slumbering elements, which 
began slowly to unite against the Borgia rule, ^lereupon 
\^teUozzo, finding his views upheld by so potent an ally, 
uttered a terrible oath, declaring that nothing short of the 
death of Alexander would satisfy him. It was agreed upon 
to bring the matter to a focus at the final audience, which 
the Pontiff would grant the departing hosts of the pilgrims. 
The import of this intelligence was not to be underrated. 
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It flie Orsini and their allies resorted to violence ^Ir cause 
was obviously doomed. For even if, to avert an immediate 
catastrophe, for which they were not prepared, the Pontiff 
and Cesare apparently acquiesced, the fatal termination of 
Lucrezia's Btth matrimonial venture was a foregone con- 
clusion. 

After Bembo had departed Alfonso fell to brooding. Hlsad- 
venture in Qi» convent, and his hair-breadth escape, appeared 
to him almost too miraculous for his senses to realize. It 
convinced him that his movements were suspected and 
watched. The terrible apparition of the murdered Fran- 
cesco, which he had seen in lUs dream, still haunted his waking 
senses. Eagerly he clutched the letters, as if struck with a. 
sudden suspicion of their reality, when, looking up suddenly, 
Alfonso stared into the pale features of Uisinus Oisino, who 
stood before him in the habit of a monk. 

" At the second hour of the night at the Tor di Borgia — " 
were tiie whispered words tliat struck Alfonso's ears. But 
ere he could reply Qie monk had departed, and, other guests 
arriving, Alfonso endeavored to bring some order into the 
chaotic state of his mind. 

This then was the nightl All the dark insinuations of the 
victim of Julia Famese's treachery came back to hini> and 
with them the prospect of faOioming tlie secrets of the Tor di 
Borgia. By way ol strengthening himself against any pos- 
^ble temptation of relenting in his course, Alfonso unfolded 
the letters, and it was marvellous with what Ingenuity he 
read dark meanings into the most harmless passages, into 
words and phrases devoid of any hidden significance. Yet, 
considering the stigma clinging to the supposed writer, and 
the place where he had discovered them, tUs task proved by 
no means a difficult one. 

Despite the storm of the preceding night the morning had 
dawned gray with heat The air was lifeless. The beams 
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of son, loUittg lazily op the eastern sky, hardly penetrated 
the humid atmosphere. 

CoDSideilng the btisiiiess of the evening and the certainty 
that his movements were watched, Alfonso withdrew to his 
chamber, instructing his host to annoimce or to admit no one, 
and to inform any chance visitor that he was indisposed. 

Thus the day wore on with ever increasing sultriness. 
Ni^t came apace, and with the coming of dusk tliere 
was heard, from time to time, the subterranean rumbling 
of distant thunder. Pale violet lightnings flashed tiirough 
the cloud bank that had arisen in the western sky, as If the 
night was trembling with apprehension. 

As the hour appointed drew near, Alfonso donned the 
monk's garb with which he had supplied himself in antici- 
pation of the adventure and plunged into the night 

The storm which had threatened all day had suddenly 
broken with all the violence of a tropical hurricane. 

It was pitch black in the Bo^o, and the rain drove down 
with the peculiar guttural rush trf a midsummer storm. Al- 
fonso rushed through the surging, howling darkness until 
he saw the lights of the Vatican Borgo in the distance and 
thereby regained his bearings. Between dark walls and sleep- 
ing house-fronts he reached a lane below the Vatican gardens. 
From one terrace to another he dropped to ever lower depths 
of bufieting darkness till be found his hand on a gate, 
and swung into the protecting shelter of the holm oaks, 
where he paused a moment 

In the ^are of the almost incessant ti^^tning he saw the 
Vatican, which rose beyond, a dark, irregular mass, with a 
lij^tad vrindow showing here and there. Behind him lay 
the city, an indistinguishable conglomeration of roofs and 
towers in the starless night 

The walks were dark as a subterranean passage. The 
white gleam of the statues started spectrally now and then 
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oat of the blackness. Crossine the dense obscnzity (tf a court 
betveen high walls, Alfonso was suddenly startled by a si 
which seemed to dissolve itself from the intenser t 
and in another moment he found himself drawn into the gloom 
of the Tor di Borgia. 

Ursinus Orsino, clad lite his companion, in the cassock of 
a monk, unlocked a door which seemed seldom used. Noise- 
lessly it closed beliind them. 

The galleries of the Tor di Borgia reposed in the sleepy 
glow of stone lamps fastened at intervals in niches of the 
walls. 

For some time Ursinus Orsino and his companion proceeded 
in silence through the intricate labyrinth. Neitlwr spoke. 
Both seemed to feel the oppression of the place and the hour. 
Alfonso was vaguely puzzled as to the mysteries the Tn dl 
Borg^ would unfold to his shuddering gaze, while the si- 
lence of his companion seemed freighted with ttie presage of 
events to come. 

The tramp of mailed feet approaching from a distant gal- 
lery caused them to realiw tlieir danger in the event of dis- 
covery. The Orsino had not reckoned with the vigilance of 
the Spanish guards, which his own daring on a previous night 
had redoubled. 

There was no time to be lost. Hastily whispering to his 
companion to follow the gallery on the left, while be would 
enter the one on the rig^t, whidi converged at some distance, 
they separated accordingly, and no sooner had tiieir retreat- 
ing forms merged with the shadows when the Spaniards 
passed. 

It suddenly occurred to the Oisino that he had mirinfonned 
his companion as to the direction of the gallery, which, if 
he followed it, would cause him to emerge in some chapel of 
the Vatican. Be paused and listened. The silence was in- 
tense, and his own business brooked no delay. Leaving it 
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for Alfonso to find his way as best he mi^t, he swiftly 
mounted a spiral stairway and airiTed in a dimly lighted 
corridor. 

Before a half-shut door be listened. He thought he beard 
the rustling of a woman's gown within. Noiselessly he ad- 
Tinced. Noiselessly be entered. As he did so, a board 
created. 

Julia Famese turned, uttered a stifled shriek and stared 
at the intruder in sheer terror and surprise. 

" What do you want of me? " she gasped, as the monk 
remained silent. 

Ursinus drew back bis cowl and stood revealed to the 
Fameee. 

" Hy presence will tell you that) " 

He was breathing hard. Her pale face was terrible to 
look upon in its beauty. From it two clear blue eyes stared 
into his with a look of hate enduring as the grave. Now he 
knew why people called her " The White Witch." She even 
seemed the cause of the storm without. The wild shriekiiig 
of the borricane seemed a fit inelude to the ensuing scene. 

And the elements raged with renewed fury round the walls 
of the Vatican. Now it sounded like the hoiriing of a wolf; 
now lilra the sobs of a child; now lite the snorting and 
whistling of huge iron-winged birds, or the crash of the sea's 
bieaters. It seemed as if outside the walls everything was 
breaking down; that the end of the world had come. 

" Begone I " — the Famese, now herself once mom, spote 
in her calm, quiet voice, the sound of iriiich cut him lite a 
whip. 

** I shall not tarry long," he replied, as he locked and 
bolted the doOT. " But vben I leave — I shall not leaTC 
•lone!" 

Sbe gave a low derisive laug^. 

" Therein at least we agree." 
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He did not heed her irony. The mad hunger of his heart 
caused him for a moment to forget his resentment. 

" Once again I am here, to ask you, Julia, — come back 
with me to the old home, — to the old peace — " 

A choking sob drowned his words. 

She neither answered nor moved, bat remained otteily 
passive like some dead thing. 

At first sight of her he had felt bis anger mdt By degrees 
he grew weak and fainL 

Advancing a step towards her, he took her hands in his. 
Her touch electrified him. Pleading, his eyes sank into hen. 

" Julia, — Julia, — what does it all mean? What evil 
spell is upon you? Why have yon cast me from you — for 
another? " 

She snatched her hands away and regarded him with a 
jeering smile, which froze his very heart's blood. 

Contemptuously she gazed at his monk's garb. " Tour 
father was the old wolf, — you are the youngi His Holiness 
did wisely and well, when he rescued me from your clutdies. 
Return to you? Neverl — Keverl " 

He started, unable to recognize her. Esx pale face had 
the beauty of a Medusa; the wild shrieks of the storm were 
but the echo of her words. -~ 

A thousand promptings urged him to spring at her and 
slay her. Yet under the spell of those fearless, cruel eyes he 
trembled like a child. It seemed to him that all was falling, 
all was breaking down, and tiiat he himself was sinking wiUi 
it In a flash he realized, as he had never done before, that 
tiiere remained no hope for him, and that, struggle as he 
might, do what he would, he was irrevocably doomed. 

She continued to regard him with her cruel mocking smile, 
vrith the glittering challei^ of her eyes. 

" Why are you standing there like a whipped Blsve? Ham 
I not told you to go? " 
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A whifHlash could not have stung him more teenly than did 
her words. His face flushed darkly. The veins on his ttae- 
head swelled. No more entreaties nowl No more prayers, 
no more endearments. Flinging off his monk's garb, he 
S|vang at her. With one hand he gripped her throat, with 
the other her hair. Looking up during the struggle, he per- 
ceived a short dagger she used to wear. It was a gift from 
himself to her when they lived in the Rocca, in the days when 
they loved. Dragging her towards the table, he seized the 
shining thing and raised his arm. He felt a mad joy in the 
thought that, by killing this woman, he would quench the 
pain that ate out his heart, and deal the Borgia an incurable 
wound. He realized now Qiat she had never loved, that she 
had always deceived him, that even in their most passionate 
moments she had never belonged to him, and only now, in 
killing her, would he entirely possess her, and satisfy the im~ 
placable hate bom b-om his great love. 

She neither shrieked nor called for help. As If welcoming 
the conflict, she fought silently, adroitly, supple and nimble 
as a cat During the struggle die table was overturned. 
The lighted taper, falling to the floor, went out Darkness 
ensued, broken only by the intermittent flashes of lightning. 
Fiery circles danced before his eyes. The voices of the storm 
began to howl. They seemed to mock him with infernal 
laughter. But he was possessed only by the one Impulse, 
to slay her, and with ber his own life and the anguish of his 
souL 

Suddenly he started, as If waking from a trance. She was 
struggling no longer. He loosened his bold on her throat, 
and the body fell with a dull lifeless thud. 

A terrible fear seized him. He flung the short dagger from 

him, rushed Into an adjoining room, seized a burning candle, 

and, on returning, saw her lying on the floor, prostrate, 

pale, with blood on her forehead, ^r eyes were clmed. His 
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fiist impttlae, oblivioiu of his own peril, was to stmunon a88isi< 
ance, wlien it seemed to him that she was breathing, ^ 
fell on his knees, bent over her, put his arms round her, and 
raised her like a child on the bed. Tbea he lost all control 
of himself, no longer conscious of what he was dtnng. Kiss- 
ing her hands and face, be sobbed: 

" I have killed her, — I have killed herl " 

And his heart was convulsed in an agony of dread. He 
thought he too was dying. 

Suddenly she opened her eyes, and looked at him with a 



"Julia! My Julia! Are you living? Speak to met 
SpeakI" 

She continued to gaze at him with the same silent, sphinx- 
like smile. 

She nude an effort to raise herself. Be assisted her, and 
felt to his unspeakable joy that she had put her arms around 
his neck and laid her cheek close to his with a rhil^liihff trust 
and fondness which almost frif^tened him. 

*'AhI Tou were frightened I You thought you had killed 
met " she said, with a strange laugh. '* It is not so easy to 
kill a woman." 

He held her in a dose embrace. The nearness of her body 
nearly made him swoon. 

" Forgive me, Julia, — forgive mel " 

She looked into his eyes, smiled and fondled his hair ten- 
derly with her white fingers, which set his blood afire. 

" Ah, my boyl Tou know and understand not us womenl 
My foolish boyl Tou thouf^t I did not love youl Come, — 
let me whisper one word into your earl " 

She brought her lips close to his ear and he listened dellri- 
onsly. 

" Do you believe in me now? " 

" I love yoni I love youl Love you as my soul, my life! 
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How can X live apart from 70U? Rather would I see my soul 
parted from my bodyl " 

" Then you truBt me — at last? " 

Btx white teeth ahone in her smile. 

" I belieire yon, — I trust youl " he stammered, lauj^iing 
from joy. 

She nestled closer to him. 

**MyOrsoI Mylightl Why ham we never before under^ 
stood each other? Why? Why? Tour will is minet God 
gave me a hungry, grasping hearti I know you love mel 
But that does not satisfy mel What more I want, I cannot 
telll Tou have almost killed mel Ahl Now I know that 
those who love most, strike hardest! I nearly died of fearl 
How strong you arel I did not know, — but now I will 
love you — love you — " 

It was to him as if her eyes were kindled with a dim ter- 
rible fire as she spoke. In closer embrace he held her elusive, 
snate-like body. 

"Then this is her true self," he thought in blissful delirium. 

" And you thought, I could not caressi " she laughed with 
a quiet laugh, which thrilled him through and tlirough. 
" Wait, and you shall see how I can lovel Only satisfy my 
foolish hearti Do irtiat I shall ask of you, then I shall know 
that you love me, as I love you, to tlw deathi My life, — 
my darling, — will you do it? " 

" I will do anything you ask," he stammeied deliriously. 
" Ood knows there is nothing in the world I would not do for 
you. I would go to certain death for you, were you to send 
me(" 

She did not whisper, she merely breathed a word into his 
ear. 

^s heart sank in terror. The iron band of destiny seemed 
to grip him from under the loving hands. 

" I am sick, — sick unto death of Uring in lairiessness! 
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Do what I ask of you, Oibo, — and I will love you, — love 
you, — as you have never been lovedl " 

And she kissed him again and again with moist, htiogry 
Ups. 

Jt seemed to him that the opposite of what had just hap- 
pened was now going on. No longer he, but she had the 
mastery. Her kisses were wounds, her caresses murder. 

She grew still, and, gently pushing him from her, again 
breathed in a scarcely audible whisper: 

" Swear itl " 

'Be wavered like a man on the brink of committing suicide, 
irtien fbe knife is already raised. And without knowing 
what he did, he said: 

" I swear itl " 

She blew out the candle and in his delirium it seemed to 
him, he was flying with her, a witch, a white sorceress, to- 
wards some bottomless gloom. 

There was a silence. The hours waned. The storm had 
passed away. Slowly a shadow flitted,throu^ the chamber of 
Julia Famese. A monastery bell rang out sharply as it van- 
ished through a tapestry door. 

Ursinus slept heavily, dreamlessly. Suddenly he awote. 
Raising himself, be looked about Where was his wife? In 
hushed whispers he breathed her name. There was no re- 
sponse. Sleepy and benumbed as he was, some incontrol- 
lable impulse caused him to rise and approach the door of 
the adjoining cabinet. Perhaps she had arisen to prepare 
for their flight to the Rocca. 

Sofdy, noiselessly he opened the door. 

A score or more <tf masted men confronted him. 

Ere be could utter a sound he was seized and dragged hack 
into the chamber. 

He uttered a terrible outery. Though their faces were 

concealed, he read murder in their eyes. With a terrific 
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effort of his great strength Ursinus disengaged himself from 
ibe grasp of the bravi. 

Where was Julia Famese, where was his wife? 

He staggered across the room, calling lier name with all 
his might, but ere he reached the opposite door, they had 
closed round him again. He struggled hand to hand with the 
leader, fiung him off and endeavored to reach the bed, with 
the vague idea of possessing himself of his weapon. One of 
the sbirri clung closely to him, and he dashed him against 
the wall. 

In the ensuing tussle the tapestry was ripped from the wall, 
chairs and table overturned. Despairingly Ursinus shouted 
for his wife, frantically he called her name. Seizing a gilt 
statue of the Virgin, he dealt the leader a staggering blow on 
the forehead. But recovering himself, the latter now bounded 
lUce an infuriated tiger upon his victim. Ursinus felt hts 
own blood flowing from several wounds, and with his last 
effort he dashed through the door of the adjoining apartment 
shouting: "Julial Julia!" Tom and bleeding, he almost 
fell at her feet. 

She stood by the window in her nightrobe. Like a golden, 
shimmering veil her glorious hair enveloped her shoulders, 
which rose fair and white from her falling sleeves. 

" Julia — Julia — they have come to murder me," he 
shouted, clutching her robe — " save me, — for God's sake, 
save mel " 

She snatched the robe so fiercely that a piece of the soft 
filmy texture remained in his hand. 

*' Strangle hlml " she hissed, raising her white arm towards 
the leader, who had paused for a moment irresolutely on be- 
holding her. 

The blood froze in Ursinus' veins. Then was a rush in his 
ears as in the ears of a drowning man, when the waters close 
over him for the last time. 
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heading, he raised his hands towards her. 

She gazed at him, death in her eyes. 

** Call your friends to save you now, — these are minel " 

For a moment he stared at her, blindly, unseeing. 

The terrible truth dawned apon him. 

She had kissed him to his doomi 

" Tou damned mtchi " he gasped, staggering to his feet. 

^r white face shone ghastly in the pearly light. 

He made an effort to defend himself, as anew they rushed 
eagerly upon him. 

Bat at the si^t ctf her, his strength deserted him. 

Under their brutal blows he fell helplessly to the floor. 

They seized him round the waist and dragged him, feebly 
resisting, to a window, overlooking an inner court of the Tor 
di Borgia. 

Weakened from the loss of blood, unable to continue the 
struggle against such odds, they raised him over the parapet, 
and flung him, the height of three stories, into the stone- 
paved court below. 

He struck the flag stones with a dull thud, and, as the leader 
of the sbirri threw down the light of his lantern, he saw the 
form of the doomed man writhe once or tirice, then lie still. 

Julia Famese bad turned away daring the final scene. 

When Del Nero ashed for his instructions, she answered 
with closed eyes. 

" Remove the body. I will inform his HoUnessI " 

The captain bowed. The sbirri trooped from the chamber. 

Julia Famese was alone. 
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CHAPTER Vni 

THE SECRET PASSAQB 

LFONSO, after proceeding 
aimlessly for a time, sud- 
denly found himself before 
a low iron gate, gaping ajar. 
Approaching it, he discov- 
ered a naiTOW passage lead- 
ing into the bowels of the 
earth, — a vast well, black 
and void as a starless mid- 
ni^t. Peering down the 
gloomy pit, he fancied he saw a small blue flame wavering to 
and fro at the bottom, and, pricked by a certain impulse of 
curiosity and the desire to start his investigations in the very 
heart of the danger zone, he quickly resolved to descend. 

Slowly and cautiously he proceeded. At last he came to a 
winding stairs. Then were fifty steps in all, but ere he 
reached the last, the light which had lured him, suddenly 
Tenished, and he found himself in profound and utter dark- 
ness. Confused and startled, he Instinctively stretched out 
his hands, as a blind wmn might do, and thus came in coiH 
tact with something sharp-pointed and cold, like the fro- 
zen talons of a dead bird. 

Shuddering at the touch, he recoiled and was about to grope 
his way up the stairs again, when the lij^t reappeared, this 
time casting a thin, azure beam through the dense shadows* 
and he was able to gradually realize the horrors of the place 
into which he had unwittingly adventured. 
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On the ground, gteamlng ghastly throu^ the sufFoMtiiig 
^oom, he bad descried the bleached bones of a skeleton, 
and he fancied be could hear the derisive laughter of Death 
echoing horribly through these dimly lighted arches. 

Alfonso pressed his bands to his aching eyes to shut oot 
the si^t, then with a strong effort to overcome the horror 
Quit confused bis brain, he staggered forward. Steadying 
his gaze, be was presently able to discern the dark outline 
(tf a figure in the habit of a hooded monk, which stood beside 
him, a figure, seemingly bent double with age, muttering 
strange gibberish as it advanced, the featureless hood with 
slits only for eyes and mouth drawn deeply over its face. 
For a moment a dread natural at such a spot, in such an hour, 
seized the Hospitaller, nevertheless be stepped boldly in the 
way of the approaching monk, who, upon hearing his foot- 
steps, threw upon him the gieam of his lamp. 

" How now? What are you doing here? " said a strange 
voice, Ibat had in it a certain ring c^ compassion. 

Straightening himself to his full height, the monk removed 
bis cowL 

Alfonso gasped with the intensity of tiis surprise. 

It was Fra Bruno Lanfrancbl who stood before bim. 

For a moment Alfonso gazed voiceless into the features of 
Lucrezia's confessor, features that bore the impress of patient, 
long-endured suffering. 

At last be found strength to frame his struggling thoughts 
into words, briefly relating what purpose had brought him 
here. 

" Where am I? " he concluded, " and what is your own 
business here? " 

The monk regarded bim strangely. 

" You are in Castel San Angelo." 

Alfonso stared at the speater as if he had not beard aright 

" In Castel San Angelo? " 
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" The passage throu^ which yoa descended connects the 
Vatican with Hadrian's tomb. But wherefore are you here — 
in this abode of death, — where none may linger and 
survive? " 

" You are still of the living, Fra Bruno Lanfranchil '* 

The monk nodded absently. 

" Are you still resolved to pursue your researches? " the 
friar queried after a pause. 

" Even in the face of certain deathi " 

" Then summon all your courage, — you will require iti " 

Fra Bruno turned with these words, covered his face witii 
the hood and reassumed his bent attitude, while he enjoined 
his companion to step lightly and to keep close to the 
wall. 

Holding his lamp so as to throw his own shadow behind, 
the monk now preceded the Hospitaller down a long and 
seemingly endless gallery. They traversed corridor after 
coiridor, all apparently hewn in the solid rock. The sir 
was foul and miu'ky as in a sepulchre, and the friar's li^t 
flickered uneasily in tiw surrounding gloom. 

At last they came to a halt before a stone wall which 
abruptly closed the passage. The monk raised his lig^t and 
touched a spring in the apparency solid stone. To Alfonso's 
unutterable surprise a panel receded, admitting the two into 
a hollow shaft. After they had entered, the monk touched 
a spring on the inside and the panel closed noiselessly behind 

Ascending a spiral stairway, they again faced what seemed 
to be a solid wall. The monk repeated bis action and 
the opening panel admitted them into a luxuriously furnished 
chamber. 

It contained two inmates, engaged in deep and earnest 
conversation. 

One was a woman of extraordinary beauty, and, at the 
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si^t of her, a suppressed oatcry of surprise escaped Atfonso^ 
lips. Did his senses play him false, or was not this the woman 
he had tried to save from Miguelotto's dutches on the steps 
of St Peter's on the morning of the great Jubilee? Her face 
was averted as she listened intently to the words of her 
companion, who wore the brown cassock of a Carmelite 
monk, the hood drawn over bis face so as to completely 
shadow his features. 

Fra Bruno bade Alfonso remain where he was, while, 
exttnguishing his light, he entered alone. 

Advancing towards the spealisrB, who had started on bis 
entrance, he whispered some words, unintelligible to Al- 
fonso. Doubtlessly they had reference to himself, for the 
two turned almost simultaneously. But no sooner had 
Fianima Colonna's gaze encountered tiiat of the Hospitaller, 
than, with a cry, she started to her feet 

" My friend, — he who for my sake braved Cesare's 
resentment," she exclaimed, then rushing towards Alfonso 
with extended hands, she added: " How strange that we 
should meetl Fra Bruno tells me you are from Ferrara, a 
secret envoy of the duke. You are welcome — ^Hutever 
your name." 

Alfonso bent over tiie white hands of the Colonna. 

** I thank you, lady. If I did not entirety succeed on that 
morning, the fault lay not with me," he said confusedly, for 
her beauty had something strangely intoxicating, lite that 
of some rare tropical flower. " And as for my seeming 
intrusion, let my guide plead my forgiveness, for I knew not, 
what surprise be held in store for me." 

The Colonna bade him be seated. 

" I have wished for this meeting, that at least I mii^t 
thank you — '* 

Alfonso interposed with a gesture. 

" I have done nothing to deserve your thanks. Believe 
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nw, gladly would I enlist my services ia yoor cause, which 
perchance is my own." 

She shook her head at his reference to the scene on the 
steps of St. Peter's, but, ere she could reply, the Canoelito 
monk interposed. 

*' Fra Bruno tells us, tiiat you are here, to collect evidence 
against the Borgia, evidence that would justify your duke in 
breaking off the negotiations bearing on the betrothal of 
Don Alfonso and Domia Lucrezla," he said with a rich, 
sonorous voice, which caused the Hospitaller to start. 

" Such is indeed my purpose," Alfonso replied. " And my 
lord's undying gratitude would be his, who could set his soul 
at rest on these points. I have also a purpose of my own in 
Rome," he continued after a pause. " Francesco, duke of 
Gandia, was my friend. By whose hand did he come to his 
untimely death, and by what woman's treachery and wiles? " 

Had not Alfonso's gaze been riveted on the Carmelite monk, 
he mig^t indeed have been staggered by what happened. 
Fianuna Colonna's form had grown rigid as that of a corpse; 
her face was pale as death, and she stared at the questioner 
with a burning wildness in her gaze that startied even 
Fra Bruno. 

** I well remember the fatal fourteenth day of June," 
said the Carmelite slowly, and again the tone of his voice 
compelled the Hospitaller's attention. " I was one of the 
guests at Signora Vanozza's feast. I had remained until 
a late hour. I had seen Cesare and Francesco leave together. 
They seemed in a merry mood. What happened after, I 
know not." 

The monk paused. 

Fiamma Colonna had averted ber face. 

" Tou were tiwn in attendance on the Pontiff? " queried 
Alfonso. 

" In attendance on the Pontiff," replied the monk. Then 
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he continued: "On the following morning many noble 
Romans came to my direlling. Tliey inquired if I knew 
aught of the whereabouts <^ the duke of Gandia. And I 
inquired, in return, if the eldest son of the Pontiff had not 
letumed to his palace. He had not. If they had inquired at 
the palace of Cardinal Valentino? The cardinal knew 
nothing. Of Signora Vanozza? Of Madonna Sanda? — 
They all knew nothing. The Pontiff's attendants reported, 
tlut the Holy Fatlier was running like a madman tiirough 
the Vatican, that he was uplifting his holy hands to heaven, 
crying like a drowning man for his son, liis first bom, — 
cursing his own impotence and that of the Almighty, — 
rebuking the Most ^gh for Ills mercUess injustice. All who 
heard it, shuddered. Cardinal Valentino at last went in 
person to the Vatican. But the Pontiff had driven priests 
and attendants from his chamber, had barred the door betwixt 
himself and Cesaie. It was an unheard-of affront. No one 
had ever dared the like." 

" I dressed hastily," tlie monk continued in a rapt 
tone, ** and went forUi into the street Every man, woman, 
and child seemed to be up and about, searching for the Pon- 
tiff's missing son. For one who went abroad at nig^t was 
usually in the morning found dead on the street, if not in 
his bed. — And thus the Romans searclied for a murdered 
duke." 

" In different r^ons of the city," the monk continued 
after a brief pause, " many poniarded corpses were found. 
But Francesco Borgia was not of them. The Pontiff refused 
to admit any one to his presence. In the court of the Tor di 
Borgia, beneath his windows, not even the sentries dared show 
themselves. Desolate, — deserted everyttiing should be 
around his despairing Holiness; — the Vatican an immense 
mortuary chapel, in which but the despairing wails of an old 
man, the ruler of Christendom, were to be heard. And tliis 
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old man, the Vicar of Christ, the representative on earOi of 
love and mercy divine, — wailed and wailed; — in pity they 
should return to him his son, dearer to him than the Lord 
and the crucified Chiistl — Every fifteen minutes a bell was 
to give a signal, if his son had been found. One tap indicated : 
Not yetl — Every fifteen minutes the belief the Sistine 
Chapel tolled once I Every fifteen minutes, — just once I " 

Again the monfc paused. Alfonso listened with bated 
breath. 

" Towards dusk, after the Ave Maiia I went forth, out on 
the Flaminian Way, to the convent of Santa Maria in 
Trastevere. I demanded to see the abbess. I was im- 
mediately admitted. But before I had had time to state 
the object ctf my visit, she queried anxiously: 'Has he 
been found? ' Sbe knew then what had happened. I asked 
no hirther questions." 

" But Donna Lucrezia? " interposed Alfonso. 

*' Was at prayer in the chapel." 

" And she knew? " 

" She knewl " 

Alfonso nodded grimly. 

"She knewl" 

"On the second day," continued the Carmelite, — "for 
flie lost son of the Pontiff had not been found during the 
night, — they fished for his corpse in the Tiber. From 
Mount Aventine to the Milvian bridge hundreds of fishermen 
dragged their nets on botii sides of the river, and from both 
shores the Romans watched their futile endeavors. And 
whenever a net was dragged from the turbid waves, they 
craned their necks. During all this time I made the round of 
the city. I listened to the gossip of the crowds, and vrith an 
effort I restrained myself from crying out: "Fools, — fools alll 
Go to the vineyard of Signora Vanozzal There you will 
find sinks and quicksands and mayhaps a dead body." 
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And they found noflUng until the eighteenth hour of fbe 
third day. I had, at diverse times, gone to the Vatican. I 
had always received the same response to ibe same request. 
His Holiness desired to be alone vith his grief, with his God, — 
<rf whose existence he had just begun to bethink himself. In 
the afternoon of that same day I again knocked at the gates 
of the Tor di Borgia. The captain of the Spanish guard in- 
formed me, that his Holiness had just inquired for me. Thus 
I was admitted." 

^re the monk paused, and, looking from one to the other, 
raised his bead in a listening attitude. Fra Bruno tiptoed 
to ttie panel, through which he and Alfonso had made their 
entrance, but soon returned irith mute reassurances, and the 
Carmelite monk continued bis narrative. 

" I found the Pontiff in the Chapel of St. Nicholas, — one 
of the smallest of the mighty structure. The Vicar of Ctirist 
had crawled into a niche, lite an animal htmted to deatii. 
'Be wore a white woolen garb; his crimson cap with ttie white 
ermine he had cast from him, for it lay near the altar, some 
distance away. He received me sitting under a fresco of 
Fra Angelico da Fiesole, representing the martyrdom of St. 
Stephen, and as I entered he cried in terrible anguish: 
' See how life is stoning my gray hairsi Behold my torn and 
bleeding heartl ' I admonished his Holiness to think ctf flie 
heart of the crucified Christ, bleeding for the ^ns of all human- 
ity. But the Bor^ writhed in terrible convulsions, as if he 
were one of his own victims, and had unwittingly swallowed 
tiie white powder. At that moment somettiing terrible 
happened. All the bells of St. Peter's clashed together in a 
tempest ef sound: tiiey had found the murdered son of tile 
Pontiff. The Borgia uttered a terrible shriek* raised him- 
self from his crouching position, and, overturning' a chair, 
started to rush from the chapel, as if they had already placed 
the body of his first-born on the threshold. At that moment 
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the tapestry was torn aside and in the aperture stood the 
crimson form of Cardinal Valentino. — At this sight the Holy 
Father recoiled, as if the Almighty had placed an angel with 
the fffltning sword upon the threshold. Step for step he re- 
ceded before the scarlet demon, warding him off with both 
arms, horror unspeakable in his eyes, paralyzed, unable to 
speak. — Thus he fled from Cesare to the wall that barred his 
farther retreat. And slowly as the Pontiff receded, the cai^ 
dinal advanced. When at last they came to a stand, Cesare 
said: 'Not I have done this thing, — but youl ' And he 
pointed to the nhrinfcing Pontiff, who wildly began to beat 
^ air, to wail and to weep. At last, when he regained 
power of speech, Alexander heaped on Cesare all the curses 
and maledictions that ever father or priest might have show- 
ered on the head of malefactor. And ceaselessly he screamed: 
' Why have you done this to me, — why have you done this 
to me?' And again Cesare replied: 'Not I have done this 
thing, — but youl* Thereupon I was seized with incon- 
trollable terror. I rushed from the chapel, which resounded 
from the wails and the moans of the Pontiff, as hell from 
the cries of tU» damned. Upon reaching the Borgo I learned, 
they had dragged the body of the duke of Gandia from the 
slime of the Tiber some distance below the Palatine. Nine 
wounds were on his body, — nine stabs, each one mortal." 

Here the monk paused in his narrative. 

Fiamma Colonna, her hands tightly clasped, stared into 
space. Alfonso had listened to the monk's recital with a 
terrible fascination. It seemed too horrid, too monstrous 
for belief. 

" Was it jealousy that prompted the deed? " he at last 
brote the silence. 

" The dute of Gandia died for the sake of a woman," 
refdied the monk. 

" And this woman — " 
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" The name matteis littte to tiie purpose." 

" I am the envoy of the prince of Feirara, In Rome for the 
purpose of obtaining such proofs of Donna Lucie2ia*s guilt 
as to justify duke Alfonso's scorn of this crimson alliance," 
said the Hospitaller sternly. " I have obtained the proi^ d 
the woman's guilt. I require but confirmation of her identity." 

" Touspeakof awoman, — the cause of Francesco Borgia's 
death," interposed Fiamma Colonna in a voice which seemed 
to have lost all its rich vibrance, its magic tone. 

" I speak of Lucrezia Borgial " 

Fianima Colonna stared at the speaker, as if she thought 
he had gone mad. She started to speak, but in obedience to 
a gesture from the Carmelite she lapsed into silence. 

*' Then you have obtained those proofe which we aU have 
so eagerly sought? " the latter turned to Alfonso. 

"One confidence deserves another," replied Alfonso. 
" Li roaming through the convent of Santa Maria in 
Trastevere, I obtained certain letters — " 

*' At Santa Maria in Trastevere? " shrieted Fiamma 
Colonna. 

" I spent a night within its haunted precincts," Alfonso 
replied calmly. 

" Alone? " 

" Alonel And, in testing tlie walls of my chamber for a 
secret panel, I discovered certain letters, — letters bom a 
man to a woman, letters so manifestly revealing a guilty love, 
that hardly a consistory of unbelieving Turks would resist 
the testimony." 

There was a brief silence. 

Fiamma Colonna was staring at the Hospitaller as one 
might stare upon an apparition. 

" I secured those letters ere I left, — to submit tiiem to 

prince Alfonso, — that thereby he may judge of the fitness 

of the woman who was to share with him the tlirone of 
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Feirara," the Hospitaller said, a great bitterness welling up 
In his heart. 

" And these letters? " said Fiamma Colonna. " They are 
still in TOUT possession? " 

" I guard them as does the mythical dragon its hidden 
treasuiesi" 

Alfonso had been too engrossed in the topic of conversation 
to note the agitatioo in the cotmtenance of Fiamma Colonna. 
She did not reply, — in her stead spoke the Carmelite. 

" These are indeed portentous news," he said with a grave 
voice. " These letters, — if their identity can be proven, — 
would subvert the regime of the Borgia. But they are a 
weapon deadly in unskilled hands, — a snare — " 

Laughing sardonically, Alfonso snatched the letters from 
his doublet and threw them to the Carmelite. 

" A snare, indeed, for him who trusted to their honeyed 
treacheryl " he exclaimed. 

Instead of fbe Carmelite Fiamma Colonna had seized the 
Hospitaller's prey. The latter paid little heed ttiereto, 
attributing her curiosity to the common interest In the 
motive for Gandia's death. He saw her unfold them, but 
at that moment he was violently grasped by the shoulders; 
in the corridors without the dash of steel, the tread of mailed 
feet were to be heard; — looking up, he stared into the pale 
features of Fra Bruno. 

"The Borgia is upon us — save yourselvesi The secret 
gallery is your only hopel " he whispered, and, even ere he 
had finished, the import of his words flashed upon the 
Carmelite and the Colonna. 

" Extinguish the lightl " the Dominican turned to the 
latter. " And make no reply to any summons from vrithout, 
until yoa hear the signal I " 

There was indeed no time to be lost. To judge from the 
noises without, the galleries swarmed with armed men. 
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As soon OS Fra Bruno and bis companioas had entered the 
hollow shaft, and the secret panel bad closed behind them, 
Fiamnia Coloona, staggering to her feet, had quickly extin- 
guished the light And hardly had she done so before a 
knock came from without. It became louder, more in- 
sistent, and at last the Colonna crept to the door of her 
chamber. 

" Who is there? " she cried, in unmistakable accents <tf 
terror. 

" Openl " shoated a voice without " Else we will break 
down the doort " 

Frightened, terrified, she unfostened the chain, and as the 
door swung back, the glare of the torches without revealed 
the ominous countenance of the duke of Romagna. 

" Cesaret " she exclaimed, shrinking back at the si^t of 
his armed retinue. " Are you mad — or has the fiend 
pricked you, to thus rudely awaken me from my slumbers? " 

The duke peered into the dark chamber, snatched a 
torch from one of his men, then entering, boldly lighted 
up remote recesses. He did not even seem to heed Fiamma, 
who had by this time sufficiently regained her balance of 
mind to assume an air of resentment But Cesare had no 
ears for her reproaches; instead he turned with a meaning air 
to Mignelotto. 

*' You are blundering wondrous often, Miguelottol Down 
to the secret gallery, and dispose your men so that not a fly 
may escape! '* 

'^thout deigning to enlighten her on tiie object of his 
late visit, the duke of Romagna rushed with a hurried apology 
from Fiamma Colonna's chamber. Soon tiie echoes of the 
Catalan's mailed tread died away under Gx vaulted roofing 
of the galleries, and deep quiet reigned once more round the 
chamber of the Colonna. Yet, bad any one been there to 
listen, he might have heard heartrending sobs within. These, 
242 



Digitized by Google 



THE SECRET PASSAGE 

too, gradually died to silence; and intense quiet encompassed 
the tomb of the Emperor Hadilan. 

The gray dawn was brealdiig over the Alban hills, when 
three persons crept from a subterranean gallery into the 
grass and weed-grown Circus of Nero. 

" Perchance this is one of the wonders ttie Borgia bade me 
perform," Bruno Lanfranchi addressed his companions. 

" It shall be something less than a wonder, if old Fabrizio 
Colonna's men do not knock at the gates of the Vatican ere 
the moon be full," returned the CarmeUto. 

" And whose prophetic voice announces tidings of such joy 
and gladness to all manUnd? " quoied Alfonso, awed by 
the Carmelite's impressiTe momm. 

The latter removed his cowL 

Alfonso, in the pearly dawn of breaking day, gazed into 
the severe, dignified features of the man destined, as Julius 
II, to wear the triple tiara of St. Peter, after Borgian rule 
had been swept from Roman soil. 

And the old man, facing the Hospitaller, said: 

" You see before you Cardinal Juliano delle Rover* I " 
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THE GAUB OP LOVE 

HE tidings imparted to Al- 
fonso by the Cardinal ad 
^HncuU were not calculated 
to raise his spirits. Under 
strictest injunctions of se- 
crecy he confided to his 
amazed listener the tenor 
of a secret compact, b»> 
tween the barons of the 
confederacy and Cesare. 
While the latter was endeavoring to lull the suspicions of tlie 
French at Milan, they WN8 to assemble their forces under 
pretext of attacking Piombino, restoring it to the dominions of 
the church, which had long contended witii the Appiano family 
for its possession. Instead of carrying out his designs, the 
barons, Cesare rejoining them, weie suddenly to fall upon 
Tuscany and restore tiw Medid. Thus strengthened, th? 
Pontiff would no longer dare trifle wiOi the Or&ini in their 
demand for his daughter's hand, after which. Cardinal 
Rover^ intimated, Ferrara might wait a long time for the 
realization of duke Ercole's desire. 

Alfonso's reflections on obtaining this extraordinary glimpse 
into the involved workings of Italian statecraft were soon 
absorbed in others, of as even less pleasurable nature. Ap- 
prehensions for his own safety in Rome had not permitted 
the cardinal to tarry longer, and, while his account of the 
duke of Gandia's death seemed clearly to point to Cesare as 
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the auAor v/t the deed, it had failed to establish tiie identity 
of the woman, and the extent of her guilt in the dire tragedy. 
On the other hand the cardinal's narrative seemed to point 
to a source of rivalry never before dreamed of. What was 
Valentino's """«"■"£ when he said to the Pontiff: ' You have 
done this thing — not II' It seemed too monstrous to be 
true, despite the epigrams of Sannazzaro and the Neapolitan 
rhymesters. 

It was not until he entered the Borgo Vecchio that Alfonso 
suddenly became conscious of having lost somethmg. For a 
moment he paused, flien with a start his hand went to his 
doublet The letters, the damning proof of Lucrezia*s guilt, 
were not there. The blood almost froze in Alfonso's veins. 
He was conscious of having had them on his person on the 
night, when he had met the Orsino. Suddenly the terrible 
certainty flashed upon him, that he bad left them in the cham- 
ber of the Colonna. Of the woman's true relation with the 
Borgia he knew little, and, scant as his knowledge was, it 
uras left to the mere surmise. If she used these letters to 
to gain a point of her own, — if she used them aa weapons 
against her jailerl Cesare could not doubt the source, whence 
they came, and in turn would not be slow to make the most of 
them, going so far perhaps as to terrorize Lucrezla Into the 
Orsini alliancel 

Fra Bruno Lanfranchi and his companion had long passed 
out tA si^t To follow them, to try to discover Rover6's 
haunts, would have endangered both his own life and that of 
the cardinal. As for the monk, he would have to trust to 
chance. His hermitage on Aventlne was deserted; 'BxA 
Biccocco was not to be found, and at best could not be en- 
trusted with a message involving life and death. 

The sun had long risen above the horizon irtien Alfonso 
at last reached the Inn of the Silver Hedgehog. He spent 
the morning in trying to devise d plan, how to regain poasea- 
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sion ot the lost letters, and, in default of a better inspiration 
decided to seek the friar Biccocco, who might be in communi- 
cation with his superior, and thus open an avenue to Alfonso, 
which be dared not trust to chance. 

No sooner had the thou|^t occulted to him than the Hospi- 
taller started on its execution. He had not visited the ruins 
on Mount Aveutine since the night he had spent with Fra 
Bruno, and, little doubting but that he would find his associ- 
ate caring for the friar's belongings, he set out at once. Al- 
fonso, taking the accustomed road, found no difficulty in 
reaching the baths of Caracalla. But not a human being did 
he therein encounter, and his repeated shouts and calls died 
away in the sepulchral silence which encompassed the wastes 
of the mount of ruins. Nor was there any evidence that Fra 
Biccocco had lately graced the friar's abode with his presence, 
and with a degree of disappointment that cast a heavier 
gloom over him, Alfonso slowly and reluctantly retraced his 
steps, little caring whither they would carry him, since fate 
and all the world seemed leagued against him. 

Rightly had the lady of the grotto said to him, where 
the bright spirit comes not, the dark one wHl. Alfonso began 
to reason with himself on the madness of the sacrifice he had 
made, the supreme bliss which he had relinquished for a phan- 
tom. For, what else were the scruples to which he had offered 
up the matchless happiness that once bad courted his accept- 
ance? In what strange manner had he reversed all ordinary 
procedure of passion in his sez, rejecting a beautiful para- 
mour, simply because he could not bestow upon her the holy 
and chaste qualities of the wife? Must the soul forever remain 
isolated, when the unbounded feast of beauty was spread to 
all the senses? But was it too late, the tempter conthiued? 
She had loved him once, and still at moments there gleamed 
in her glances something of the past. Moreover, another 
danger became imminent. The Orsino's vehement suit waa 
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aided by events which seemed likely to compel its success; 
on political grounds indeed, for Lucrezia's coldness continued 
at the freezing point. 

Ruminating on these pointSt Alfonso had unwittin^y 
strayed into the Borgian Groves, and the recollections (rf the 
spot overpowered him to a degree that, in a sudden rush of 
passion irtiich swept over him, he not only relinquished all 
resistance, but wished for nothing more then to recant his 
heresiea and take what the Goddess of Love might offer him, 
regardless of future consequences. 

Continuing his path through the blossoming wUdemess, 
Alfonso came to a sudden halt A voice struck his ear, and 
with a feeling akin to suffocation, he clutched aside the 
foliage to ascertain if his suspicions were unfounded. 

He found himself near a circular temple, which formed the 
centre of the fantastic labyrinth, and on its steps sat Luczezia 
Borgia, arranging some flowers into a garland. Close at 
hand, leaning against one of the pillars, Paolo Orsino was 
speaking in a low and passionate tone, to which Lucrezia 
replied with smiling indifference, keeping her eyes on her 
8]4van task, and for that reason perhaps unconscious of the 
Orsino's emotion, 

Alfonso knew not that the rustling foliage had revealed him 
to Lucrezia. When he came within earshot, she interrupted 
the Orsino. 

f Enough, my lord," she said, " I am ctmtent ^th your 
knightly assurance that I am as fair as the sea-foam; but 
now let me hear the request you have tomakeof his Holiness, 
who is in a granting mood to-dayl " 

The Orsino had not shared Lucrezia's observation of the 
approaching Hospitaller. He was silent for a few moments, 
then, with a strong effort, he muttered some incoherent words, 
which caused Lucrezia to laugh gaily. 

'♦Ah — then you love — me? " she said, with a li g htnin g 
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fiance which Bhivered ^ough the whole frame of the 
Orsino. 

" I loTO you, — I tove yool " Paolo faltered, with pale 
face and burning eyes. " I love you, — I adore you, — I 
worship you, you, you alone, you always, divine Luctezial 
Away with every restraint I Be mine, Lucrezia, — be 
minel — I cannot live without youl " 

And in an ecstasy of passion he threw himself at her feet 

" Tou have chosen a good place to try on the wreath I 
intended for you to wear to-night," said Lucrezia, bending 
over him and placing the garland on his brow. It is probable 
that she intended to exhibit her favor to the Orsino in a 
marked maimer, but she miscalculated the force of his passion, 
for suddenly she found herself encircled by his aims. 

Crimson with anger and shame, she started up, repelling 
him with a fierceness that instantly released her. 

" Is this your respect for the Pontiff's dau^tei? " she 
turned to the Orsino. *' But yet," she added with a smile, 
as she heard Alfonso stir among the leaves, *' It is no 
sin to love loyally, — with all one's soull So we will take 
it for a carnival jest out of season, and let that be your punish- 
menti " 

She threw her flowers playfully at the confused and shamed 
Orsino, when Alfonso stepped from his concealment 

Not iU-content to find that the Orsino had been so scantily 
rewarded for his sudden outburst of passion, Alfonso greeted 
Lucrezia with a warmth that caused a color to manUe her 
brow which the Orslno's audacity had not. And when, after 
a cold greeting exchanged with his rival, he adroitly apolo- 
gized for his intrusion, stating he was doubtful on some point 
which she might be able to solve, she replied with marted 
reserve: 

" I fear, my lord, your questions are too difficult for an un- 
learned woman to answer. I therefore refer you to my Mend, 
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Paolo Oraino, who has already taught me many things, I 
knew not, despite what men say of my experience in lovel " 

Alfonso's brow grew as dark at these words as Paolo's 
brightened. Nevertheless he made an effort to speak, and 
with a i^ce which did not fail as completely in its effect as 
he supposed it did, he said: 

" I would Imow if indeed real love in woman can ever so 
completely die as not to leave even a trace of its former exist- 
ence." 

" As for real love, — I know not," replied Lucrezia, adding 
with a coldness and disdain which Irritated Alfonso in the 
highest degree: " No one knows better than yourself, my 
lord, that I am Incapable of it; but if a new and brighter 
picture were painted over a rude, chaotic sketch, it were a pity 
if any of tiie latter should remaint " 

" Then I relapse into my ancient heresies," Alfonso replied 
testily. " I was ever adverse to mingling with the herd; but 
to be loved as one of many, — if that is woman's love, — noth- 
ing can allure me further, rather compelling my soul back to 
its calml " 

*< The thought makes us shiver despite the sunlightl My 
lord Orsino, approach, or we shall become an Icicle I " said 
Lucrezia, disdainfully turning to the baron. 

" I shall take away the winter from your presence. Ma- 
donna, lest my lord Orsino's warmth should affect me too," 
said Alfonso bitterly, and so suddenly he retired that Lucrezia 
had no time to bid him stay, even had she so intended. 

In this mood <rf indignation and despair he sought out 
Bembo and communicated what he had observed. The 
canon declared with much pathos that no one could count 
himself safe from such a woman, and tried to dissuade his 
lord from participating in the tournament on the following 
day. But there he touched Alfonso to the quick. 

His wrath against the Orsino was so fierce, mingled as it 
249 



Digitized by Google 



THE COURT OF LUCIFER 

was now with a jealousy he could not repress, that he would 
hsTO courted certain defeat rather than forego the satisfac- 
tion of overthrowing the minion of the Borgia. And with 
such suUenness he persisted in his resolution that, after 
Bembo's vain remonstrances, he secluded himself in his cham- 
ber, and gradually worked himself up into a frenzy, where 
only swift and immediate action could save his tottering 



Digitized by Google 



CHAPTER X 

THE TOURNAMENT 

HE day of the toumameQt, 
the day most anriously 
awaited of all those pro^ 
Tided or promised by the 
magnificence <rf the Borgia, 
dawned ?rith congenial apleiv 
dor. The ceremonies com- 
menced ?rith the exhibition 
of a Roman triumph. Ce- 
sare was escorted to the 
Capitol, to receive the InvestituFe of gonfalonier, habited lite 
the first who made the name glorious and ominous forever. 
Alfonso was among the spectators, curious to witness with 
what degree of firmness the duke would assume the ^t1lrign^^^ 
(^ his slaughtered brother. And he quailed not once. He 
refused indeed to assume the robes of the office and went 
bare-headed through the ceremonial, as a mark of his respect 
to the senate and people of Rome, A woman, representing 
Destiny, come, no one knew whence, nor by whose command, 
descended from the tower of the Capitol and crowned him 
with a wreath of laurels, at the same time pronouncing a 
glowing prophecy of his future achievements. The enthusi- 
asm of the people was visibly enhanced by these splendid 
promises, and, the ceremony ended, the senators, magistrates 
and guilds of the dty conducted the duke of Romagna to the 
Vatican, there to receive the confirmation of his new dignity. 
Alfonso returned to the Inn of the Hedgehog to arm hink- 
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self and partalre of some much needed refreshments. For 
this purpose his host brought him a solver of fruit and wines 
of a finer quality than Alfonso had yet tasted. He ate and 
drank more heartily than was his wont When he arose at 
last, commending the viands, the host, pleased with the man- 
ners and liberality of his guest, could not refrain from telling 
him, under injunction of secrecy, that the repast had been 
sent to him by some lady. He knew not who it was, but the 
Hospitaller could probably guess, so the man-at-arms who 
had brought it had avened. 

At first Alfonso was almost vanquished by this last proof 
of Lucrezia's tenderness and generosity, and his enamored 
fancy dwelt with delight on renewed hopes. His purpose 
weakening, he armed himself, when gradually he began to 
feel a languor and Inertness creeping over his whole frame, 
while convulsive tremors, vhich he had great difficulty to 
conceal, shook his body. It was long, however, before he 
would yield to the direful thought,-— when his attendant 
had retired to prepare his steed, and an almost invincible 
desire for sleep crept over him, — that he was poisoned. 
Poisoned — and by Lucrezia! ' 

When jointly these two thoughts first sprang upon his souU 
his reasoning faculties for some moments deserted Alfonso 
of Ferrara. He tried to persuade himself that he was in a 
dream, and strove to arouse himself. Consciousness and 
memory however would not thus be cajoled out of their vic- 
tim, and it was amazing in what brief time and with what 
vividness all that could render death itself terrible, rushed 
upon his imagination. Sb had just discovered Lucre^'s 
innocence of some of the most heinous charges against her. 
The fall of the parts had sliaken the whole fabric of accusa- 
tion. He felt that she had loved him and that her hate had 
grown apace with her love, even to tlie point of attempting 
his life. He had raised to himself, by his own uncompro- 
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mising attitude, a rival, who, if Lucrezia had spoken the truth 
against herself, would not sigh in vain. His fancy raised an in>- 
stantaneous vision of the tournament. In which Paolo Orsino 
won the double crown of love and chivalry. His own absence 
could not but be regarded as a proof of cowardice, an admis- 
sion of inability to maintain his vaunts in the field. And 
he meanwhile — to perish miserably by a wanton's hate I 

Those who had prepared the drug, which was evidently 
of an opiate nature, had either not calculated that Alfonso 
would partake of it so largely, not Intending the effect to be 
instantaneous, or they had not made sufficient allowance for 
the resistance, which Alfonso's violent passions opposed to 
its preliminary stupor. Instead of yielding to the lethargy 
which oppressed him, his whole frame tingled irith a burning 
fever of wrath, and, after applying such simple remedies as 
the host suggested, when informed that he feared having 
swallowed some poisonous insect in the wine, he felt that the 
worst symptoms were past. languid, dizzy, and enfeebled 
indeed, he remained, most unfit for the task he had set liim- 
self. But he was resolved to appall the guilty eyes of Lu- 
crezia -with, his appearance in the lists, from wliich to keep 
him, she had summoned Death itself. 

The hour of the tournament was now at hand, and though 
he felt scarcely able to support the weight of his armor, 
Alfonso delayed not to follow up his heroic determination, 
and his sable panoply was not among the last to appear in 
the lists. 

It was in Ihe spot where the ancient masters of the world 
had displayed their most prodigal splendor that it pleased 
their modem imitators to exhibit their own, — in the Coli- 
seum. Once again the vast ruin was fitted with gazing 
myriads, all its galleries, shattered and destroyed as they 
were in parts, being occupied to the highest round by prodig- 
ious crowds of jubilants. 
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It wtB easy for some iiutants to believe, until the recoUeo- 
tion was struck with the mclassical costumes of the congre- 
gated throngs, that the days of the Roman Empire had re- 
turned and that those innumerable spectators were assembled 
to witness some colossal display of the cruel sports for which 
the vast amphitheatre had been constructed. It is true that 
the first circle above the arena was no longer occupied by a 
Roman emperor and senate, the golden knights, the Vestal 
Virgins and the priests of a thousand gods. But a scaffold- 
ing of gilded poles, hung with purple velvet and canopied 
with clotbKtf-gold, concealed the ruins of the imperial gallery 
and accommodated the pomp of their successors. The Pon- 
tiff occupied a throne which was approached by several steps 
in the centre of the gallery, while cardinals, princes, ambas- 
sadors and illustrious pilgrims filled the adjoining seats, 
environed by a semi-drde of ladies of Donna Lucrezia's and 
tile Famese's court. 

Beneath this gallery, and around the entire lower range of 
tiie amphitheatre were hung the shields of all those who in- 
tended joining in the day's dangerous pastime, each guarded 
by a squire, with his master's banderol floating on a lance. 
The arena had been cleared of its chief obstructions, fallen 
boulders and herbage, strewn deeply with sand, and the 
crowds were restricted by a number of heralds and marshals 
and the crossed speais of numerous guards. 

Above the ground gallery rose the second round of Hie 
amphitheatre, its weed-grown corridors concealed beneath 
scarlet cloth and densely occupied by spectators, in the most 
varied and sumptuous attires. The effect was very gorgeous 
and magnificent, for the eye was struck with the presence 
of women In the diversified and picturesque garb of almost 
every city and province of Italy, from the Sicilian, robed lite 
Juno of old, to the decollet^e Venetian, scandalizing her 
muflted Lombard neighbor with bare bosom and arms. 
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Lucrezia's popolarity was very visibly displayed among 
the ranks of the Roman populace, who wore her colors or 
those of the Orsino. For the Orsino marriage was approved 
by the people, because it held out promise oi her remaining 
in Rome. The thousands of flame colored ribbons streaming 
in the air, the gorgeous tints of the women's garbs, the rich 
color of the flowers bewildered the eye, already dazzled by 
the intense azuxe of the heavens, whose lustrous, transparent 
concave overhung the spectacle like a dome of burnished 
sapphire. 

The popular feeling was still more plainly evinced when 
Lucrezia arrived, heading an immense cavalcade of knights 
as Queen <rf the Tournament. Before her, on a crimson cush- 
ion, two knights-at-arms, attended by a score of trumpeters 
with silver horns, and as many heralds, bore the splendid 
prize: a wreath of diamonds set with admirable skill, so as 
to form the words: " To tlie bravest — the fairestl " Slie 
rode a snow white charger, full of fire, but docile to the least 
touch, as if it too loved its beautiful mistress, tossing Its 
plumed head high in the air, snorting and arching its neck, 
till its nostrOs blew the foam off Its broad chest and slender 
forelegs. The housings were of white velvet sewn with 
pearls, and Lucrezia's robe was of the same virgin-hued satin, 
wrought at the bosom and down the front with diamonds. 
'Bar train was of light rose colored velvet, embroidered irith 
rubies and borne by six pages; but the only ornament she 
wore on her head, besides its glory of golden hair, was a gar^ 
land of white roses. 

Paolo Orsino bad so elaborately covered himself vrith the 
color of his lady's choice, that tl^ general attention was at 
once centred upon lilm. His very armor, overlaid with 
plates of silver, shone white. His surcoat, but for the crimson 
heart wrought in the centre, was white. His shield was white 
and bore a sufficiently blank motto. The bear on his crest 
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was iriiite, lance and scarf and belt were irbite, and tnily it 
might be added that his visage was white also, though set 
with an expression of fixed determination. 

We should need the pen of Homer, if he had one, and the 
privilege conferred by three thousand years of immortality 
to venture even to enumerate the countless chivalry, which 
formed the cavalcade, extending to the horizon of the topmost 
spectator, a tossing mass of glittering armor, helmets, plumes 
and prancing steeds, gorgeous surcoats and blazonry of every 
land. All halted when Luciezia reached the arena, where 
she dismounted, ascending a throne which had been prepared 
for her, amidst a thunderous acclaim, in which Alexander 
himself could not forbear to join. The Orsini then took their 
stations beneath the throne, and a loud fanfare of trumpets 
gave the signals for the cavalcade to continue Its advance. 

But for the order in irtiich the nmn^hy^ grouped them as 
they entered, even the vast area of the Coliseum could 
scarcely have contained the numerous aspirants to the honors 
of that illustrious day. And yet it is probable that not one 
escaped, at least, a momentary reception from Lucrezia, 
as they crowded In, so that wbaa Alfonso of Ferrara entered 
at last in his dark panoply, she instantly observed him. The 
whole amphitheatre lay between them, but she started as 
with an electric shock at the terrible glance, irtiich met her 
own, and for several instants she stared pale and speechless, 
as if slie had seen a spectre newly risen from the grave. This 
proof of guilt reanimated the sinking faculties of the Hospital- 
ler, and few of tlie wine-flushed warriors of this holiday rode 
with more stalwart dignity into the arena than the half- 
poisoned and soul-exhausted prince of Ferrara. 

The masses were at length concentrated, silence proclaimed, 

and a herald with stentorian lungs announced the conditions 

of the tournament. All who engaged in it were to be of noble 

and legitimate birth by father and mother, untainted with 
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any crime <»* dishonor, not objected to by any lady or damsel, 
and unassisted by any supernatural arms or defense. The 
weapons to be used were blunt lances of ash, the blunt edge 
of the sword, axes and daggers without points; no strote 
below the belt was to be considered lawful, and to kill a horse 
dei^ved tiie offender of his own and his claim for the prize. 
The combat was to begin with the mel£e, or encounter of 
concentrated masses, and was usually adopted when, as in 
this instance, the number of participants was very great. 
Although the laws governing tiiis hurly-burly contest were 
generally known, the herald recited them so that no one 
might pretend ignorance, and concluded by inviting all pres- 
ent to strive for the honor of admission into a new order of 
knighthood, which the magnificent lady Donna Lucrezia 
Bor^ had been pleased to found, the strote of which she 
would confer upon those worthy of the distinction. 

This proposition was received with deafening shoute of 
approval, echoed by the whole assembly, save one or two, 
and the manner <rf the initiation was indicated by Paolo 
Oisino, who eagerly claimed his right to be the first who re- 
ceived it. 

" Be it sol " Lucrezia said, smiling, while the herald pre- 
sented her the sword she had confided to his care. Drawing 
the weapon with his assistance, she advanced to tlie edge of 
the platform and sU^tly touched Paolo's shoulder as he 
bent over his steed, and a vast concourse followed, all eager 
to share in the honor. 

The throng round the Hospitaller quickly thinned, as 
innumerable Knights of Love hastened to enroll themselves 
under the banner of the Crimson Boll. At length, looking up 
from a disordered reverie, he found himself almost alone. 
Only two knights adhered to yiha.t seemed to be a forlorn 
cause. The great bulk of one of these revealed him to be 
^toUozzo; the other quickly made himself known. 
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" By my faith, Knight of Jenualem, I am well content 
to stand by yoo in your quarrel against the BorgiasI " said 
Oliverotto da Fermo, witfi a crafty smile on his coarse 
features. 

" Between ourselves, — if sinews carry it, — we may 
surely prevent the proud strumpetfrom triumpliingfor oncel " 
said Vitellozzo, irith his usual brutality and violence. " Look 
how she leans on the Orsino's shoulderl Fie, vrantoni If 
I bring him not to the ground like a winged mallard, — loc^I 
She will dint liis steel with her amorous glancesi By my 
sainti His bones shall ache for it to-nightl " 

" She simulates a faintnessl Inhuman perfidyl " muttered 
Alfonso, still suffering from the effect of the poison. " But 
my lord Vltello — I pray you, leave him to mel I care not 
what else befalls 1 " 

" I would not yield my hope to strike grief into the wanton's 
heart for all the gold that would roof CasteUol " returned flie 
body chieftain. 

" And by my beard, Vitellozzo, I vtOl have a fair stroke at 
him myself, if he be your irinamiin j » exclain:ed Ollverotto. 

At ttut moment Alfonso beheld the Crslno bending over 
Lucrezia*s outstretched hand, and kissliig It so passionately 
that it caused a general titter among the ladies of her tetlnue. 
Then the Orsino dashed forward in a iragniffcent charging 
attitude and, wheeling his sword over bis bead, shouted, till 
the arena echoed his cry: 

" Lucrezia Borgia against tiie world! " 

" I accept the challengel " replied a still louder voice, and 
Alfonso galloped furiously forward, throwing tiis lance on 
the ground, drawing liis sword and striking It vrith such 
frenzied rage against the Orsino's that sparks flew, and 
Paolo, not expecting such an onset, scarcely retained his 
hold. 

" Why — vrfiat means this?" be said, dropi^g the point 
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of his weapon the instant he perceived who his assailant was. 
And in that brief pause Alfonso's reason returned. 

" Ha, hal It is but to show you gentlemen of the Court 
<si Love that we, ^o have but honor to boast of, are of good 
cheer yetl *' be cried, laughing hoarsely. " You vaunt it 
too proudly over our small number, but few as ne are, 
there are some who both wished and intended we should 
be fewer I " 

The Orsino frowoed, though he understood not the allu- 
sion. 

" I, too, am getting Impatient," he replied. " The hours to 
come will make or marl " 

With these words he galloped away. 

The kings-at-arms now divided the arena vrith a rope of 
crimson, irtiich they stretched at a distance of about thirty 
paces from the opposite entrances of the Coliseum. The 
participants in the tournament were then requested to ride 
out at the entrance towards the Palatine and turning round 
the amphitheatre, to reenter it from the Esquiline, and in a 
brief apace the combatants were arranged in two solid 
squadrons along the whole lengtti of the arena, which, vast 
as it was, could scarcely contain them. 

A clear space of about a hundred feet was reserved between 
these masses, to give sufficient impetus to the shock of their 
encounter. The division completed, there was but one 
knight vlio remained to be placed, who seemed to have 
purposely reserved himself that he mi^^t be sure to get into 
the ranks opposite the Orsino. This was Alfonso, who, on 
traversing the amphitheatre, suffered a new annoyance. 
Paschino, the hunchback, perched on the top of a conical 
ruin, said to have been a fountain, attracted by his sombre 
garb, called to him; " In mercy's name gratify my curiosity, 
holy sirl Does not Lucrezia Borgia occupy the seats of the 
Vestal ^%giIls? " 
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Alfoiiso*8 strength had mtumed vith the violence of his in- 
dignation, when looking up he perceived Lucrezia looking at 
him with an instant's intently wondering and sorrowful 
gaze, doubtlessly regretting the little mischief her potion had 
wroogbt, for he knew not that his face was of the pallor of 
death. 

Hie spectacle was now at its greatest point of splendor; 
the two lines of opposing combatants in eager strain for the 
start, lances fixed, bending forward in Intense expectation, 
their steeds tossing and neighing with impatience, all their 
panoply and plumes one restless mass <tf glitter, color and 
flash. But Alfonso remembered nothing distinctly after- 
wards, until suddenly the cry of the heralds, the crash 
of a hundred weapons, the simultaneous shout and ris- 
ing of the vast assembly, the flying away of the rope 
announced the decisive moment of the onset. The next 
instant and the cloud of sand tossed from unnumbered 
hoofs, the clash of armor, the splintering of lances, the fall 
of rider and man, the cries of squires and pursuivants, a 
deafening uproar of acclamations, the shrieks of women, 
neighing of horses, and triumphal peals of music declared 
duit the passage of arms had commenced. Amdng a hundred 
saddles instantly emptied, Alfonso noted but that he had 
missed the Oisino, and had hurled over some unknown an- 
tagonist. Vitellozzo had been dashed to the ground and had 
been picked up insensible from the terrible concussion, and 
his great bulk was with difficulty carried by half a dozen 
men-at-arms, lite a bull's, from the arena. OUverotto like- 
wise was among the unhorsed, but he had quickly recovered 
himself, and, bent on vengeance, had seized a new lance, 
when he saw the Orsino, laughing aloud with the delight of 
his fierce pastime. Leaping into the saddle and rushing f orUi 
to meet him was but the work of an instant. Blinded by 
his passions, he drove full tilt at the breast of his adversary. 
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Paolo loveied his own Isnce, and dezterousi; evading the 
shock of his opponent, he dashed Oliverotto from his saddle 
as if he had been a figure of stuffed straw. It was then only 
that Alfonso understood the Orsino's tactics. He stood alone 
against Lucrezia and the whole field! 

The fiist onset finished, the arena was cleared of all shattered 
pieces of armor, scarfs, plumes and broken lances, and strewn 
with fresh sand. The second onset was likely to prove far 
more obstinate than the first, as on^ the most skUful com- 
batants remained to contest the prize. Alfonso's chagrin at 
having missed die Oisino in an encounter, which their mutual 
ili-will and hatred rendered almost inevitable, was even in- 
creased by the glances of open admiration which Lucrezia 
bestowed on her champion. There seemed a taunt, a chat- 
lenge to himself, in the tender gaze with which she seemed to 
commend the Orsino's ezplcdts, yet, when she saw Alfonso 
leaning motionless on his lance in the centre of the arena, 
every vestige of color faded from her face, every gleam of joy 
from her eyes. She beckoned to the duke of Somagna and 
seemed to remonstrate against the Hospitaller's further par- 
ticipation in the conflict The duke glanced ezpresfdvely at 
the Orsino, but shrugged his shoulders when Lucrezia, suio- 
moning a page of her suite, commanded him to carry a goblet 
of wine to the exhausted Hospitaller. Alfonso instantly 
seized the goblet, and poured the whole rich beverage in the 
sand, returning it empty to the page. 

" Our Lady of Purity supports mel I need none other! " 
was his reply to the astonished attendant, and to the still more 
amazed and disconcerted gazer. 

The Oisino's hand went to his sword at this open and deadly 
insult to the Pontiff's daughter, and Cesare, noting his temper, 
said with a slow smile: 

" For my part, I care not if your lance had a point to gore 
a buffalo and were in his backl " 
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After a suffldent rest allowed to the late contestants, once 
more the lines were marshoUed, and the excitement diat liad 
been Ungulsbing was renewed with more than its former 
energy, but in a different manner. Attention was concen- 
trated and silence prevailed. AH bent eagerly forward, even 
fiiose on the most slippery elevations; the womfin almost 
ceasedtobreatheHwirhopesandfears. The kings-at-Bnn8,who 
guarded the prize, raised it more loftily on their gilded staves; 
the fanfares that timed -the marshalry seemed to flutter with 
the anxiety of the vast concourse. It was remarked that 
when the Hospitaller was summoned, he did not seem to hear 
until his squire had twice called to him, and then he came into 
the lists with a slow and trailing movement. Even when 
tiu onset began he appeared as one slowly waking from a 
lethargy, till the rude shock of a French spear that carried off 
his helmet, tearing all its lacings asunder, revealed him glar^ 
ing roimd deadly pale and staggering in his stirrup. A 
woman's faint cry was heard, which became general and 
mingled \rith those of the men and especially of the marshals, 
when, without accepting the helmet, which his squire had 
instantly recovered, the Hospitaller dashed into the lists like 
a m adman, overthrowing the Frenchman and two other partic- 
ipants In the mel^e, who chanced In his way. On all sides 
men were seen dropping from their saddles, many fell from 
exhaustion, after defying every effort of their opponents to 
unhorse them. Cesare and Paolo Orsino were in the thickest 
of the meUe and the conflict waxed very cl^e and furious. 
Once or twice the judge of the field raised his baton, intendr 
ing to interpose, and, as the Hospitaller had not resumed his 
helmet, insensible to all the cries of bis squire, but continued to 
rage on in search of the Orsino, there seemed a justifiablo 
pretext. Something in the horror-struck tone in which Lo- 
ciezia called upon him to interpose so startled him, that, 
when the judge of the field regained Ms senses the necessity 
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had ceased. Six knights only remained aside from Cesare, 
Paolo Oisino and the EospitaUer, and these six, on the verge 
of exhaustion and blind with rage or ambition, rushed at each 
other with such transcendent fury that all were OYerthrown, 
horses and all, as if shattered by a thunderbolt 

After a moment's breathless pause there arose a deafening 
uproar, which subsided into as sudden and appaUing a sileDce 
when the spectators beheld what instantly followed. 

The pallid visage of Alfonso flushed with some unearthly 
tints, h^ eyes flamed madly, his whole frame shook with the 
convulsions of a passion which seemed too violent for a human 
frame to endure, and, whirling his horse round, as if to gain 
room for his charge, he shouted to the Orsino, till the amphi- 
theatre rang In its every crevice: 

" Have at you, champion of a wanton! " 

The Orsino, instead of charging his adversary, sat in his 
saddle as one petrified at this excess of the Hospitaller's ma6r 
ness and misconstruing his motive, Alfonso's last restraint 
gave way. 

" Are you afraid for your minion? " he shouted, wheeling 
his horse, poising his lance and preparing to charge. " U 
you are not a coward, a dastardly slave of the Borgia, — 
before your mistress I say it, ~ a slave to be spat upon in 
die martefr-place — " 

But ere he had finished, Paolo Orsino had put spurs to the 
rowels of his steed and rushed forward like a motmtain torrent 
buEsting through some ifim, without noting that Cesare Bor- 
gia, maddened by his share of the insult, was also in full 
career. Neither did Alfonso, abscn-bed in the frenzy of his 
feeling against Paolo, note the approach of the Borgia. 

In vain there arose a universal shout and shriek. In vain 
did the truncheon of the Judge fall. In vain did marshals 
and heralds try to interfere. 

The decisive moment wss past, and Alfonso, encountering at 
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tiie same instant the shock of two lances, directed irith all tbe 
violeace which fury and passion could inspire, was hurled 
to a considerable distance from his horse, and lay stretched 
on his back in the lists, his head bleeding from a deep gash, 
his breast plate torn away, and his life blood oozing through 
the silk doublet within, motionless and apparently dead. 

Heralds, squires and pages were rushing across the field 
toward the prostrate Hospitaller. Two attendants took 
off his chain mall corselet and carried him to a tent. His 
legs were dangling to and fro, and his head swung about at 
every step, while the blood was slowly oozing from its wound, 
drenching his dishevelled hair. 

Some of the crowd followed the prostrate body to the 
tent, and, after a wait of some duration, returned unsatisfied 
to the lists. Lucrezia sat motionless in her seat, her face so 
pole, her features so stony in their enforced calm as to mate it 
appear as if she herself had been deprived of life. 

The murmurs of the populace and the unequivocal signs 
(tf disapprobatioD from every port of the lists had prompted 
Cesare and Paolo Orsino to withdraw £rom public censure, 
iriiile Lucrezia dispatched a page to inquire into the condition 
(tf the wounded Hospitaller. Some time elapsed ere the 
messenger returned. At last however a herald came for- 
ward and announced that he was alive. 

At this announcement a tremendous shout arose. Thou- 
sands of lips called upon the judge of the field to bestow upon 
the overthrown champion the crown of the tournament, but 
the Pontiff, arising at Lucrezia's instigation, caused the 
announcement to be made that the reward would be bestowed 
upon him whom the judge of the field should consider 
worthy to receive it The spectators began slowly to dis- 
perse, crowding the vale between the Palatine and Esquiline 
with their countless thousands. 
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THE CHAMBER OP THE PRINCE OP SALERMO 

URING several days after 
the tournament Alfonso en- 
joyed but a degree of twilight 
consctousness. Something he 
afterward remembered of 
a rushing crowd, ot being 
borne along geotlyt but 
swiftly, and of cooling river 
breezes fanning his heated 
temples. Then all was lost, 
till, waking with a start hx)m profound sleep, he found himself 
extended on a magnificent couch, covered with white velvet 
brocade and propped on cushions of white satin. The walls 
were hung with arras, wrought with re[aesentations ot the 
amours of the gods. The fresco of the ceiling represented 
Hymen and cupids showering flowers on the couch below, 
and from this circumstance and the predominance of white 
and silver in the decorations it appeared like a bridal chamber 
made ready for its future occupant. Of all the objects 
around him Alfonso recognized but one, Messer Pietro Bembo, 
who was engaged in writing down some inspiration, which he 
immediately concealed when he suddenly met his lord's 
inquisitive gaze. 

Alfonso's recollections quickly returned, and he began to 

make inquiries which Bembo for some time endeavored not 

to answer, until he found that the Prince of Ferrara was 

growing more Irritated by his silence than he could possibly 
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be by his compliance. Alfonso then learned vith amazement 
and chagrin that he was In an apartment of the Vatican, 
whltlm he had been conveyed by Lucrezia's orders and 
where he had been attended by the Pontifi'fi own physicians, 
an ancient lady, nurse to Donna Lucre2ia, and a nun of 
Hu Agonizants, vlioee charitable dedication it was to attend 
the sick and console the dying. All had been unremittuig 
in tlieir attentions; the PontifE had sent messengers houriy 
to inquire into his condition; the canon had been enjoined 
to report three times a day to Donna Lucrezia and Fia 
Bruno Lanfranchi had several times presented himself to 
administer spiritual assistance. 

Alfonso began to suspect that the canon had betrayed his 
rank. The latter, however, avowed his innocence wiQi such 
solemnity that the prince could not refuse him credence. 

" And which of the two, who, by their joint treachery, 
hurled me from the saddle, — lias been awarded the prize? " 
said Alfonso, with a violence that announced either tlu 
return of strength to his exhausted frame or renewed 
fever. 

" As for the [orize," Bembo replied, " it has not yet been 
awarded, though the Orsino is rejoicing in your evil chance 
and does not disguise bis thoughts, iriienever I meet liim 
in the palacel " 

" In the palace? A frequent guest, no doubt, of Donna 
Lucrezia? I bought I heard her laugh the loudest when I 
fell!" 

" I have not heard her grace laugh at all, either loudly or 
otherwise," replied Bembo. " She turned very pale and 
almost swooned in the PontifTs arms! " 

" A convenient support," replied Alfonso, resolved to 
regard everything in a sinister light. " She feared for her 
minion 1 " 

Ere Bembo could answer, a tapestry door in the wall 
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opened noiseleBsly, giving admittance to Fra Bnmo Lan- 

fronchi. 

Although of its wonted pallor, the visage of the friar 
betrayed no emotion, which, remembering the manner of 
their parting, the sight of Alfonso would so naturally rekindle. 
Excepting that his eye shuimed Alfonso's, his demeanor was 
gentle and compassionate. He seated himself beside the 
couch and observing that he had some skill in Hm medidner's 
art, felt the patient's pulse. 

" It is still perturbed, but life letums at its full tide," he 
said, thoughtfully. " Yet, if my diagnosis is correct, your 
ailment is as much of the mind as of tiu body. Perhaps I 
might relieve the former — it is a matter for your ear 
alone," — and he glanced significantly at Bembo. 

" Nay, Reverendissime, I cannot leave my friend for an 
instant," replied the canon doggedly. 

Alfonso's silence at once showed tiie monk the drift of his 
thoughts. 

" I know " — Iw said — " that some frenzy has deceived 
you into mistrust of my intents. The malice ol my enemies 
gjves all my acts, even of Christian charity, of gratitude, of 
concern, a hideous misinterpretation. But though my pre- 
dictions and warnings seem contradicted by events, though 
you are here an honored and cherished guest in this very 
chamber which beheld the Prince of Salerno within the space 
of one moon a bridegroom delirious with happiness, a corpse 
reeking with stabs, — I teU you, suffer no woman, unakHfol 
or too skilled, to attend youl " 

Alfonso started convulsively from his soft pillows. 

" Fra Bruno," he replied, " since last we met I have had 
much cause to think of your warnings, faitiiful as the ravens, 
— no matter by whom they were prompted. And indeed, 
death was tendered to me in as fair a guise as it may now be 
lurking behind all this splendor. Poison was administered 
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to me in fruit and wine, a slow lethargic poison, intending 
both my defeat and destruction." 

The friar nodded. 

" I have heard something of thisi And therefore I beseech 
yon, depart in all haste from Rome, for the Borgias — but 
If this dumber is dumb to yon, the eloquence of an angel 
were in vaint" 

" Does the dntment pain yon» my lord? " interposed 
Bembo aghast, g^dng around tba chamber. 

" On the contrary," replied Alfonso. ** It sootiMB as if 
the hand of love liad applied it." 

" And your wounds are fast healing, your senses are en- 
tiiely restored," continued the bewildered canon. " I do 
not know what you mean by insinuating drugs and poisons. 
For in very truth I believe It is Donna Lucrezia herself, who 
is attending my lord I " 

"Can this be possiblet" exclaimed Alfonso, staring at 
the Dominican. 

" It was even thus mth Ihe Prince of Salerno. Him too 
I mimed, but he tarried," said Fra Bruno, rising to depart 
" But let thu oracle remain with yon, my son, — if the ever 
^hanging fancy of a woman wavers now to preserve you, you 
are the more assured of destructioQ from a source vrtiich 
nothing human ever restrained." 

" Let us leave this fatal place, — Rome, on tiie Instant," 
ejaculated Bembo. But even while he spoke footsteps were 
audible, scarcely heeded at all, and three persons entered the 
chamber, one of whom was a Greek, accompanied by two 
women. Tbeonewasadoselyveilednunof the AgonizantB,the 
othera grave matronly dame, in a black satin robe and hood 
covered with rare lace. She bore herself vrith a most demure 
and respectable air. Nevertfieless, Alfonso recognized Mona 
Faustina, Lucrezla's duenna. 

Fra Bruno paused, regarding tiie nun with a piercing 
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glance, to which she only replied by a silent nod, white she 
approached the patient's couch. The little Greek, one of the 
best physicians of Rome, immediately directed the women 
to remove the bandages, an office which he seemed to consider 
beneath his dignity. But when the nun made a timid gesture . 
to obey, Alfonso repeUed her with some violence, clutching 
her arm and holding it as he said: 

" No, good sister, nol Ever since a woman attempted to 
poison me, I have dreaded feminine touch. You shall not 
dress my wounds) " 

" To poison yout " said the nun falnfly, but in an exceed- 
ingly alarmed voice. 

" Else I should not now be here, for it was the drug, and oot 
the Oisino's lance, that laid me in the dust, to become the 
BfOTt of the Borglal Too may not touch me, unless you un- 
veil, that I may read in your face that you are not planning 
some sort of treacheryl " 

" An attempt of this kind was made on the morning of the 
tournament," interposed Bembo, noting the effect of Alfonso's 
speech on (lie younger woman. 

" Your patient still ravesl " said the nun* In a faltering 
voice. "Our presence here seems to increase his delirium. 
Hona Faustina, — let us gol " 

Perceiving that the nun's gait wavered as she retreated from 
the couch, Fra Bruno advanced to ber support But waving 
him back, she qutetly left the chamber, followed by the monk. 

The Greek, not much surprised at a feverish caprice, dressed 
the wound himself. Then he withdrew, commanding Hiat 
the patient be kept quiet But Bembo's anxiety had become 
too great to comply witii this injunction, and, at his entreaty, 
AlftniBO reiterated the circumstances of the poisoning and his 
reasons for beUeving that Lucrezia herself had devised Ifae 

BcUef. 

" And can it really be that an angel in form can be a devil 
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indeed? " said tlie canon, not attempting to disguise his be- 
wilderment. " And now I remember the strange words 
ottered by Hesser Burdardo, when he showed me these 
gorgeoos bridal chambers, m(Bnlizing somewhat tediously 
on the vanity of the worldl " 

** And what did he say? " 

" He said: Who would have thought, that within a mondi 
after nuptials so joyful, the groom himself should die on tbaX 
very couch, —strangled to death after a score of stabs bad 
failed in their intenti " 

And the canon pointed to the couch on which Alfonso lay. 

" Said he so? " replied the prince, remembering at the same 
instant with telling effect the nymph's declaration that Lu- 
crezia at least feared not the revelations which this direful 
chamber concealed. " And by whose order was I conveyed 
to so Utomened a lodging? ** 

"Byexpre88Command<rfI>oimaLucreziat And I tfioo^t 
it was to do us the greater honorl " said Bembo, peering tim- 
orously around. " But who knows? Perhaps the chamber 
contains secret devices for entering it, and the more I ponder 
the more convinced am I, that perchance Donna Lucrezia 
could give us a true report of ibe dute of Gandla's deatii." 

The words of the canon, far from pleasing tlie Prince of 
Feuara, were exceedingly distasteful to him, chiefly for 
corroborating his own suspidoDS, and he now indirectly 
strove to banish them by relating the results of the interview 
with Donna Lucreda, after he had returned from Santa 
Uaiia in Trasteveie. 

" All that Is clear to my mind is, tiiat the same hand has 
been at work in each instance, " the canon replied, with a 
shudder. " And Hien the thought that all this sidendor 
might harbor a ghost, who could reveal the trudit ** 

" Burciardo's intelligence has rather kindled the hope in 

my breast of meeting a less fearful informant," replied Alfonso. 
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" Tbe Gfeek counsels me to eat — how, -wiisn Bnrdaido 
comes from the Pontiff, if we get him into a talking humor 
over some viands? " 

" To eat with him were indeed a wise precaution, — but it 
might be dangerous to know too muchl " replied Bembo, 
witii a doubtful air. 

" I would incur every risk to know but so much as would 
satisfy the devouring doubts of my soul," replied Alfonso. 

Some hours however elapsed ere tbe occasion presented 
itself in tlie person of the worthy dean, who returned 
later than his wont from his visit to the Pontiff, for 
night was slowly closing in. Alfonso had long been silent, 
exhausted with the conversation, while Bembo tormented 
himself silently with a flood of new and vague apprehensions. 
His reverie was at last disturbed by a gentle rap at the door. 
But as Alfonso seemed not to hear it, Bembo persuaded 
himself that he had not either, and with this forced convic- 
tion his teeth began to chatter in his head, 

nwre was another rap at the door. 

" My lord, hear you not that rapping? " said Bembo, 
shaking widi fear. 

" Murder does not announce its approach* — admit 
irtioever it may be," said Alfonso. 

" Admit it? " gasped the canon aghast 

" Enter! " exclaimed Alfonso in a loud voice, glancing 
at his poniard, which ky at the foot of the couch, and then 
looking steadfastly at the door. It swung back noiselessly, 
but what appeared on the threshold, so far from being a 
ghost, was the substantial person of the master of ceremonies, 
attended by two pages with lamps. The radiance, coupled 
with the stolid features of the German ecclesiastic, restored 
ttie canon's heart to its usual place under the fifth rib. 

" And how fares it with your lordship? " he said ygith an 

air of importance, but with evident kindness. " I come not 
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now from his Holiness, but from Donna Lncrezia, who bade 
me say that she would not begin the sarabande until she 
learned your conditioni " 

" Nothing ails me save a litfle weariness and a scratch or 
two, hardly worth the leeching," Alfonso replied, carelessly. 
" I pray you return my humblest thanks, the more due 
because the less deserved. Then, if you have a few moments 
to spare, it were charity, master dean, to bestow tbem In 
cheering us with your conversation, the wit and pleasantry of 
which Messer Pietro laudeth to the shies." 

" And truly he is adjudged the greatest critic in all Italy," 
replied the gratified dean. " But I need not faurryl It is 
merely a court sugar plum. Fll warrant if I had turned 
before I went out, I should have seen her b^inning the 
sarabande with Paolo Orslnol He Is the ladies' peacock now, 
— none but he I " 

And selecting a diair, BuiUiardt seated himsdf wltii a 
pompous sigh, as if quite exhausted from the fatigues of the 
d.y. 

*' Ifesser Bembo, tiave we no vrine to recommend to 
iSssaer Burciardo's favor, spent as he is with Ihe toUs of his 
illustrious office? " Alfonso winked at tbe canon. 

" No, nol Not for the worldl 7on must not be allowed to 
touch a drop of wine tor Uu world!" replied Messer 
BurUiardt, adroiSy shifting tbe first too podtive negation. 

" Nay — it is permitted nowl " replied the convalescent 
" And Bembo knows the talisman tiiat fulffis every wish of 
our lieart in these enchanted precincts I " 

Wine was accordingly produced, and, though Bembo's 
taste was decidedly opposed to Oie tart vrines of Germanyt 
he imitated the dean, who was drinUng only Rhenish. 

" Heartily pledging your speedy recovery, reverend sirl " 

said the dean, with a quaff which imperilled his own. " It 

is as cool as if from the cellars of my abbey, wblth are below 
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tiie mvetu of the Rhine. My laborioos office does indeed 
sometimes malw refreshments desirsble, for Hesven knovs 
it were easier to keep in order a herd of fleas in tlie Campagna 
than this court. Nevertheless, I sliall deem myself happy 
if you wiU avail yourself of my servicesl Diink, brother 
canoni What a wry face you makti No doubt you prefer 
the Greco?" 

" Thanks to your care, I lack nothing," said Alfonso. 
"On the contraryl I am too well treatedl For I cannot 
but think that I needs must have deprived some worthier 
gentleman of these chambers, wtiich seem rather prepared for 
a joyful bridegroom than for a wounded soldier." 

" You are right and you are wrong, my lordl " replied the 
master of ceremonies. " But you have deprived no one of 
his enjoyments; at least I hope not, for these chambers 
have not been Inhabited by any one since the death of the 
Prince of Salemo, duhe of Bisceglie, whose soul all blessed 
saints may beepi " 

" The husband <tf his Holiness' daughter," returned Al- 
fonso carelessly. 

John BurUiardt nodded assent. 

" Ay, trulyhisdftughterl" he said, indulging in a huge gulp. 

" And — be loves her — as his only daughter! " replied 
Alfonso, in a tone which was altogether lost on John 
Burkhardt's stolid understanding. 

" Indeed he doesi For he appeals to her sagacity even in 
matters of the church, and in his Holiness' absence she has 
mam than once ruled fbs whole Patrimony of St Peter," said 
die worthy dean, witii a ^g^. " There are few cardinals 
who have better judgment in church matters than Donna 
Lucrezia. I have seen her knitting gold lace, at the same 
time givii^ orders for tiie management of the dty. But tiie 
scandal of it, my lord, — Ihe scandall It is well that our 
poor Germans listen to nothing tiiat comes from Rome bat 
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the apostolic bulls, else tiiey would be taking crotclietB 
again, like those <tf tbe poisonous En glish man Johannes 
Wycliffus." 

Once in the vein of complaint it was not difficult to keep 
the worthy dean in it It was strange how the Gennan — 
all ecclesiastic as he -vfOB — managed to unite the most im- 
plicit veneration for the Pontiff with a general disapprobation 
of his actions, or rather manners. Burkbardt was naturally . 
gaiTulous and communicative. The wine began to stimulate 
his conversational powers, and, finding that he was listened 
to with great interest, he related numerous anecdotes of the 
court, which made even Bembo stare and regard with a spe- 
cies of envy the man who dared relate them with such freedom. 
But what chiefly struck Alfonso's poisoned ear were the dean's 
numerous allusions .to secret interviews which took place 
between Lucrezia and the Pontiff, to which he seemed to 
attach some portentous significance. 

Alfonso silentiy interpreted these suggestions in harmony 
witti his own black theories, tiiough he clearly perceived, from 
the drift of the canon's discourse, the lattei's disUln for the 
new courtiers, as he called the men raised by Cesare's influence. 
From his hinte of the reasons inducing Alexander to wed his 
daughter to the chief of the rebellious barons, it was clear 
that he alluded to some disunion among the Borgia's theoH 
selves. 

" And it was merely to pave tiie way for this alliance that 
the Prince of Salerno was murdered? " said Alfonso, striving 
to conceal the anxiety which, he feared his tones be* 
trayed. 

" The Prince of Salerno was murdered on the steps of St 
Peter's, immediately before the great Jubilee entrance, by 
several unknown persons," Burkhardt replied, staggered by 
the bold directness of the question. " But perhaps it were 
not asUss to mention that the chambers in the eastern wing 
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of this tower aie inhabited by Donna LucrezU and her coortt 
who have more sensitive ears than a hare in stubble." 

"Indeedl" said Alfonso. — "It but remains to explain 
tiw reasons, — why? " 

" AlasI My learning is not as vast as you imagine, and as 
some people conjecture, seeing that I write in Latin as fluently 
and vrith as much ease as in my mother tongue," replied 
the modest dean. " But your question would lay fht 
blame at the door of the Orsino, who, at that time, was 
BO far from dreaming of becoming his Holiness' son-in-law 
ttiat he was in arms against him." 

" ITeverUieless," said Alfonso doggedly, " we heard In 
Lombardy that the Prince of Salerno perished not of the 
wounds he received on the steps of St. Peter's, but ww 
strangled in his own chamber in the Vatican! " 

" Tou heard, - - in Lombardy? " replied the dean vacancy. 
*' "lis true, — he died very suddenly, for I myself, — I had 
not left him many minutes, — on that very couch whereon 
you now lie, — recovering fast he was too, — I may aay — I 
Just looked around — and it was overl " 

The dean*s halting tone was not lost on Alfonso's watch- 
ful ear. 

"How did it befall, ~- since you were present and since hit 
wounds were healing so fast, that he died while you — 
Just looked around? " queried Alfonso, and Bembo hung for- 
ward in an agony of attention. 

" Hi, hi! I suppose you have your fears like tiie ignorant 
plebs ~ ignarum pecus,— eh?" said Burkhardt, with an 
unconscious chucUe. " And to be sure then are stories, 
which I suppose frightened Donna Lucrezia and prevented her 
from lodging here, for she is altogether a woman, — the most 
complete woman I ever saw, — in her ways! Not that I 
ever saw anything myself, — but, to be sure, — I have never 
been in these chamtms after nightfall, untQ nowl " 
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•• Tell me, then, how it chanced, — for you wlU admit It is 
no pleasant thou^t to bill one to slumber in this magniflcent 
desolationi " said Alfonso. 

" Certainly noti And I may of course relate what I vrit- 
nessedl " said Burkliardt, musing by what means he might, 
wittiout comioomising himself, indulge in his beloved gossip. 
" You must know, my lord," lie continued, leaning on Al- 
fonso's pillow and speaking in a low and confidential tone, 
" you must know that the young prince had five mortal 
wounds, two on the head and the shoulder, — strotee of an 
aze; a knife run into his left side, that just missed the heart, 
a sword cut on the hand, and a deep laceration from a halberd 
in the thi^. One would have thought he might have died 
of all thati " 

" But he lived a month afterl " interrupted Alfonso. 

" A mondi? — Let me seel " replied the dean, with an air 
of deliberate calculation, which he assisted by many dps from 
tiie goblet before him. " Be received these wounds one hour 
after sunset on the fifteenth day of the montii of June. On 
the eighteentii day of the following July he was Strang^.*' 

" Strangled? " exclaimed Alfonso, catching at the word 
which the dean in the ardor of calculation had inadvertently 
dropped. 

" What am I raving? " the Utter exclaimed, starOed. 
" Surely I was thinking of something else in my diary, for 
I enter aU these little details for future reference. But to 
our discootsel On that day, — or rather night, — It was 
about this hour, — It {deased Heaven to release bis hitfrnees 
from the flesh. Yea, — he was recovering, — lecovning 
fast, — for I was sent on that very occasion from his Holi- 
ness to inquire how the duke fared — and I found him propped 
up, — Just as you are now, — chirping little bits of Nea> 
politan love ditties, and well, — they may talk of Hie light 
before death, — laughing at Fra Bruno's shaven pate and 
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comparing it to a goose egg. — The monk bad been sent to 
him with some message from Donna Lucrezia. — And while 
he was talking to him, in comes a ^ntleman with some pri- 
vate message for his Holiness, relating to the prince's denumd, 
that his wife should come and see him, which she bad not 
dared after his furious accusation of her, as if she had, — but 
that is nothing to the point Thereupon we retired, as was 
meet, Fra Bruno and I, — the message being private. — And 
in very truth, I can but recollect the look with which be fol- 
lowed ust as if he would bid us stay, but dared noti So there 
remained in this chamber only Don Michel, whom Uiey call 
Miguelotto, — and the Greek physician of his Holiness." 

"Miguelottol" exclaimed Alfonso. "The castellan of 
Castel San Angelo? " 

" The same, — therein supeiseding the Bishop of Gir- 
genti, a very capable man, but no soldier," said Burhhardt 
somewhat gnmiblingly. "Well, —we went outi Was I 
not Ibere? We went out at yonder door that opens into a 
salon, furnished with Venetian mirroisl And not to seem 
Ustening we walked to tbs opposite end I Suddenly Fra 
Bruno plucked my sleeve and asked me, if I did not hear a 
stifled outcry, —some one calling for help I Wfaereupon I, 
being, I confess, someirtiat anxious to know for what cause 
his Holiness bad sent a gentleman not of his own attend- 
ance, — a servant of the duke of Romagna, — I tiptoed 
back to learn what his highness the Prince oi Salerno wanted. 
But already he was in his last agony. Don Miguel and the 
{diysician were both bending over him, trying to undo some 
tight noose around his neck, and apparently so frightened they 
could not call for help. For my part I dared not pretend to 
have seen. Fra Bruno had vanished, — I know not whither. 
And when at last tiiey regained their voices, the poor prince 
was so dead that all I could do was to say a Uiseiere for his 
cruelly parted soul." 
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" That was Mipielotto's dsedt" exclaimed Atfonso, with 
such eagerness and guilelesmess of Innuendo that Burkfaardt 
gave a terrified start 

" He did afterwards deny to my face that he had alleged 
any mission from his Holiness, and the physician conflnoed 
the same," replied the dean, rising suddenly. " And io- 
deed, — whoever does speak of Don Miguelotto cannot deny 
that he IB a hidalgo and a most honorable gentleman! But 
now that I have put your mind at rest regarding the natural 
death of your predecessor, I must tain my leave. For Donna 
Lucrezia will begin to' remember that she has sent me on an 
errand, and I have discoursed enough to give our noble pa- 
tient a good night's rest! " 

Thus, with mutual compliments, they parted, Bembo 
ceremoniously escortiiig thedr victor to the corridor, into 
which Alfonso's chamber opened. 

It was late when at last the canon betook himself to the 
chamber allotted to himself^ and not in the least did be share 
Alfonso's passionate desire that the spectre of his slaughtered 
predecessor would appear to him and reveal his destroyer. 
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CHAPTER XII 

THE WISDOM OP THB SERPENT 

BOUT the time wbta ttw 
canon departed with a heavy 
and unwilling heart, Ceaare 
Borgia entered the Colonoa 
palace, which lie inhabited 
as his own. The passage 
seemed only used by him- 
self, for he locked all the 
doors and concealed the 
last key behind an old suit 
of armOT hanging on tfie wall, ere he rang a little bell, where- 
upon Miguelotto made his appearance. 

" And now what says my lady-love? " Cesare exclaimed 

with a gayety which the castellan thought singularly out of 

season. " Is she stUl writhing under her fits of jealousy? " 

" My lord, — I fear she brings a curse on all our enterprises," 

Miguelotto replied with a frown. 

" I knew not our enterprises were cursed — unless success 
be called by that name," replied Cesare jocundly. " But 
I am so far tainted with your own heresies that I will not 
see her again until my plans are accomplished." 

" You do not intend yielding to the insolent fury of 
the Colonnas? " returned the Catalan, with evident soi^ 
prise. 

" Their insolence and fury furnish me the pretext and will 
stir the vengeance I meditate," replied Cesaie. " Enough 
of QiisI The hour of the Consistory approaches, — but tell 
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me, Miguelotto, were you not amazed to see all our friends 
in Castel San Angelo the other night? " 

" I hardly know by what magic your grace has lured diem 
into your well known etronghold," said Uiguelotto very 
curiously. 

" One which I employ on many others, — perchance your- 
self," returned the duke. " I will tell it to you some day, 
when I would have you smile your sweetest; but already tiie 
spell works. Oliverotto's report has spread infinite distrust 
Vitellozzo desires nothing but to leave the city and will scarcely 
bide till the week's clamor is over. Yet I could find use for 
our magician; 'tis strange no tidings can be learned from our 
friend of the Tric-TrocI " 

" An impostor, no doubt, who fears that your grace intends 
him some heavy piuushment for his sorceries with Donna 
Fiammal " replied the castellan very dubiously. 

" But theui the thing that haunts me, may be a fancy too, 
and yield to the exorcism of as unreal a spell," said Cesare, 
with a troubled expression. " I would not have the people 
stare, — yet, — to assume the very robes, — his very robes 
of gonfalonier, — which I must when I head the army, — I 
would give a thousand crowns to again see him of the Tric- 
Troc!" 

" I weU wot, witii the French, the Spaniards, the Ferrarese, 
the Or^uii, the Colonna's, the Pontiff, Donna Lucrezia all 
against us," said the castellan, with his dry Spanish shrug. 

"Let me give you some comfort on that point," said Cesare. 
" Enow then that by my provocation the French and Span- 
iards are driven to the outrages they are committing, thus 
pa^ng the way to winning on my side the Pontiff. I have 
urged the Neapolitans to ttieir insolence, I have suffered the 
Colonna to enter the cityl The Orsini are my dupesl They 
will forever lose the favor of the Pontiff by their rebellious 
Tioleiice. And as for Lucrezlal Aht Tou have not yst 
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heard our Lucrezia's latest prank. And thereupon pay Mona 
Faustina ten gold crownsi For, though she declaies that 
but the love for her induces her to betray her, — virtue 
should be rewardedl Why, manl Lucrezia is so wrought 
up over the Hospitaller's defeat, that she has vowed by some- 
thing women swear by, to compel him to love her, — love 
herl — her, in her own proper person, — Lucrezia Borgia. 
And, — stung to madness by his slights, she, womanlike, has 
vowed to retaliate all his disdain." 

" Is he to die then, your grace? " queried the Catalan 
eagerly. 

" Doubtlessly, unless he lives forever, but not until he 
has BO far fixed her dotage upon him, as to make the alliance 
with Ferrara, or any other, impossible for her. Meanwhile, 
I mean to aid her plans, — in my own wayl ^' the duke 
continued, with a satanic smile upon his lips. " The 
Hospitaller lies in the chamber of the Prince of Salemol 
These chambers lead into a corridor conducting to the apart- 
ments of Donna Lucrezia. To-morrow Paolo Orsino shall 
receive a mysterious summons to the Vatican. Bs will 
come. If ten Uiousand devils baiied the way. Ee will await 
the denouement in the purple chamber, which lies opposite the 
one of the Prince of Salerno. At dusk you will enter the 
Tor di Borgia, placing your men in the suite of chambers 
facing the inner court. At a given signal you will rush into 
Salerno's chamber, set upon its inmate and drive him down 
the corridor. But do not harm tiim, as you value your lifel 
And take care to wear your mashsl Can you devise a finer 
stroke with your Spanish brain? Speak out, man, can you? " 
the duke continued, as Miguelotto continued to stare. 

" Your grace, pardon my poor understanding. There is 
but one door at the end of the corridor — and that " — 

" There is but one door at the end of the corridor and he 
wiUnotfaUtoseeitI" 
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The castellan bowed {Roomily and Cesaie continued: 

" It has been whispered to me that Donna Lncrezla 
attempted to prevent the Hospitaller from appearing against 
her in the lists by mingling an opiate in his wine I She is 
beginning to evince a fancy for these tempting powders. 
How, — if by bis scorn and contempt of her we could drive 
her to his destruction^ — to love him so well as to kill himi 
S mite , man, smile, at the triumph of Itt " 

" It is like enough for a woman to do and then weep her 
eyes out over the lifeless clay," said Migoelotto. 

" I have no leisure to reason the matter further; you have 
your commission and I must execute my ownl ** 

With these words, and with a gesture which more emphat^ 
ically expressed the command conveyed, Cesare dismissed 
his satellite, but, as he was about to pass out, he recalled him. 

" Any news from Candal£ at Imola? " 

Miguelotto's mien became instantly alert, his eye cold and 
fixed. 

" A messenger arrived to-night" 

" You have spoken with him? " 

" Ss says that Vltellozzo is secretly intriguing to acquire Qte 
towns of Arezzo and Fano; that OUverotto has seized the 
town of Fermo; Baglioni is driving Perugia to frenzy widi 
his exactions; Petrucd is planning to surprise Pesaro. "Bt 
hints that the Orsini, though apparently loyal to our cause, 
may,at a moment's warning, join the forces of the confederacy, 
and Marshal d'Aubigny, heading the French army, Is in full 
march on Rome I " 

Cesare's lips curved in a strange smile. 

" That a Condottiere chief wants some new tovnis for hlniH 
self is no new story. His troops must be paid. But he is 
still in Rome, ~ plotting under our very eyes. As f or Oe 
French, — the hook with the bait of Naples sliall draw 
them (hB our walls, — and as for the Orsini, — bid mccolo 
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MachiaTOlli hither. This is iadeed matter tax delibera- 
tiont " 

Mignelotto bowed and departed, leaving Cesare Borgia 
restlessly pacing up and down the chamber. 

When the ambassador of the magnificent Seignory entered 
a short time after, the duke of Romagna was still engaged 
in his perambulation. When he noted the envoy's shabby 
suit he stopped short 

" Ha, Riccolo, — can their magnificences only afford yon 
one suit of black velvet? " he addressed the envoy from 
Florence. 

" Republics, your grace, do not love to waste their gold 
in gilding, and my own patrimony consists chiefly of vine- 
yards, much ravaged of late by the ^^telli," replied Machia- 
vellL " But I rejoice to find your grace in such health and 
cheerfulnesfii " 

" And wherefore not, Niccolo? And now throw off the 
ambassador as I have doffed the duke, and tell me truly what 
deem you of my present stete? " 

" To be frank, I marvel to find one possessed ot yoor 
lordship's wisdom in itl " 

" Even as men marvel to see a fox in a trap. The barons 
have secretly implored you to join the alliance against the 
tyrant" 

" But 86 long as the Orslni and Vitelli are cou^ns of the 
Medid, —in vainl " 

** No doubt you have some heavy conditions to propose 
for the favor of your lords? " said Cesare, darting a keen 
and sarcastic glance at the envoy. 

" My mistion and the will of their magnificences are 
fulfilled, if I can prevail upon you to accept their aid and to 
break the power of the insolent barons," returned Machia- 
velU. 

" Why, truly, if we conclude a peace, the restoration of 
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flw Hedici would b« one of the conditions," said Cesan, 
thoughtfully. " Niccolo, Niccolo, — I can trust you, — for 
yon have no manner of interest in my downfalL They 
dream not what an army I am secretiy gathering in my 
citadels, and never did a bird in Florence whisper into your 
ear tliat I luLve bought all (rf Don Federigo's artiUery — " 

MadiiaTelli mmself could only gaze in wonder upon his 
great pupil, or rather master. 

" Then still I behold in Cesaie the destined deliverer of 
Italy! " he ezdaimedf in a kind of prophetic fervor. 

"Ant Caesar — aut Nihill" replied the Borgia, tnnAitng 
into a rapture of ambition, not unusual with htm. " But 
yet tiiere is an earthquake between myself and my visions. 
The Orsini are working into my hands, and no entreaties even 
<^ Luciezia can mitigate the Pontiffs wrath against them, 
for they have prated of raising an anti-pope in Italy in the 
person of liis bitterest foe, the Cardinal ad Vincula, and 
Lucrezia knows how the Orsini hate the envoy from 
Feiraral '* 

" But how wOl your grace stem tiie advancing tide? The 
confederacy of the barons is growing stronger every day, and, 
unless tlie Orsini are forthwith propitiated, I see not how a 
breach can be avoided, ere you have sufficient forces in the 
field to vanquish so mighty a combination. And tfie negotia- 
tions with Ferrara are progressing so slowly that tliis new 
and potent ally will fall you at this deadly pinch," said 
Machiavelll. " Therefore, your grace, give me some assur- 
ance that notiiing will be stipulated to the prejudice of the 
Republic" 

" I would not have men gauge my fears by my promises," 
replied Cesare. "When I fear less, I will promise, — when 
I do not fear at all, I will perform. Let the Republic be 
wise and waitl But should they fear, — let them replenish 
your republican wardrobe, remembering tiiat tiieir envoy 
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is to have an audience ^th the duke of Romagnat' — Nay — 
frown not, my Niccolo," the duke continued with a emile: 
" my plans are laid. Ere three days are passed I shall tear 
tiiemask of hypocrisy from the Orsinl, tlien it shall be: 
Whoso is not for me — is against mel " 

" But should Donna Lucrezia meanwhile elect the Orsino, 
— exasperated by the delay from Ferrara? " Machiavellj 
interposed doubtfully. 

" Believe me, Niccolo, Lucrezia was never intended to 
dwell on Monte Giordano." 

" But what shall I say to my lords? " said MachiaTelli 
dol^ully. 

Cesare paused in his perambulations and faced the envoy 
from Florence. 

*' Tell your lords, that I prick my ears, — and bide my 
timel" 



385 

Digitized by Google 



CHAPTER Xin 

THE RED CHAMBER 

nCERTAIN what to do, 

Alfonso lemaised ilie tcA- 

lowing day secladed in 

his sumptuous solitude, his 

wound ^owly beginning to 

heal. During this space 

Lucrezia seemed to have 

forgotten liis existence. His 

inquiries were rewarded only 

with the intelligence that 

5he was sharing in all the festivities of the Jubilee and that 

Paolo Orsino was always at her elbow. He also learned that 

ttie close of the Jubilee and Cesare's departure to propitiate 

the French were to take place on the same day, on which he 

was to ^Te a great feast to the pontifical court and the 

Orsini, in public token of their reconciliation. 

A terrible restlessness had seized upon him, engendered 
by conflicting, contradictory rumors with regard to the 
Borgia's wavering policy. It was scarcely possible to doubt 
the sincerity of the Pontiff's eagerness to renew negotiations 
with Ferrara. And it seemed a strong argument in Lucrezia's 
favor that, knowing the envoy's real purpose in Rome, she 
had brought him purposely within a sphere of close and 
intimate observation. But Cesare's conduct was the most 
inexplicable, if tie really intended to suffer him to remain 
with Lucrezia, after the events of which be was cognizant. 
It was tnie indeed that he had also witnessed the display of 
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Alfonso's contempt and ftveisioa, that he had a vigilant spy 
in Hona Faustina and that be had heard the statement of 
his pretended embassy. Joining all these facts, the teirible 
thought occorted to Alfonso that he permitted his residence 
in the sacred palace to give Iiim facilities to Batiafy himself 
of the truth of the allegations against Lucrezla and the 
Pontiff. Bembo, on the contrary, was haunted by appre- 
hensions that some attempt would be made by the remorse- 
less duke on his master's life, more especially so, as Burk- 
hardt had accidentally revealed the existence of secret orders, 
that lie was not to be pomitted to leave his chamber until he 
was entirely healed of his wound. 

Notwithstanding the intense feeling against Luciezia, 
stirred ever anew by the evidence of the lost letters of the 
dute of Gandia, Alfonso, on this day, tried to soothe himself 
with the hope that Lucrezia was affecting indifference to- 
wards him to deceive her terrible brother, an opinion in 
which Bembo heartily concurred, and tiie canon was con- 
gratulating his master on his escape from some horrible death 
on the previous night, when tiie door softly opened and the 
duke of Romagna entered, alone and unannounced. 

Bembo stared at fiim trembling, in vacant alarm, as if he 
expected an immediate murder; unable to move or to speak. 

" I bid you good even, master Canon, — I come but to 
leave my good wishes with your valiant Mend and to inquire 
into his welfare," said the inks, with ttie princely courtesy 
he knew so well how to assume. "And also, — I have a 
small favor to ask of him, which my modesty can less stam- 
merln^y request — alonel " 

To tliis very broad hint, Bembo replied with a rueful and 
terrified countenance: 

" My lord, your wish is command) " 

But he made not the least move to comply with It 

** Lite most of my commands," said Cesaie, smiling 
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caietossly. " Come, I will finish your game of chess vifli 
yoor master — three inore moves will lose iti Or are you 
afraid to be alone in these dismal chambers? " 

" Wherefore should your grace thus style a magnificence, 
which a king might be proud to inhabit? *' Alfonso spohe 
for the first time. 

" Nay, — if you know not, your slumbers are the lighter," 
replied Cesare carelessly. " But, are we to be beholden to 
you, master canon, for the license, we crave? " 

Bembo glanced affrighted at his lord, who replied with a 
quiet glance at his dagger: 

" I feel no faJntiiess nowl From yonder window you can 
easily come to my aid, — if I shonldl " 

Bembo retired with viable reluctance, moving backward 
lite a crab, as if in profound respect, but in reality to leave 
tiie duke not even an instant to execute any sinister designs 
be might harbor. 

" I would speak to you of a woman, and the subject de- 
mands privacy," said Cesare, as the canon moved out ot ear 
shot, and his whole manner changed into one of grave 
thoughtfulness. " But Heaven forfend, indeed, that tiiis 
chamber should not be of better augury to you than to its 
last luckless incumbent" 

" Then I do marvel, your grace, ftat your discourse should 
be addressed to me, so unskilled in feminine matters," said 
Alfonso, visibly astonished. 

" Suffice it, that in you I have observed the rigid practice 
of a virtue, once the chief ornament of our Roman women, — 
but the very name of which causes but mirth nowadays," 
said Cesare, laughing too, but bitterly. *' Therefore I would 
request the favor, that during my short, enforced absence, 
you consent to occupy these chambers. Ifay, — start not, — 
till I reveal to you the motive prompting the request I 
would have you watch over a lady, — who — must I confess 
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it? — is dear to me, — very dear, — too dear I " he stammered, 
witli well feigned confusion, under the searching gaze of the 
Hospitaller. " And there is one you have little cause to love, 
yet the memory of your former friendship may move you to 
the desire to save him from a great snare — and certain 
destruction." 

" Paolo Orsinol " exclaimed Alfonso, a great resentment 
rising up within him at the memory ot fbe injury, artfully 
stirred by the duke. 

The duke nodded gravely. 

" Though my tongue refuse to t^ it — I cannot contradict 
tbo general voice of Italy," continued Cesare, musing darkly. 
" Yea — there are more tales to be told of this lady's pleasur- 
able disports than would furnish matter for a hundred amor^ 
oufi legends of a new Decamerone. Some, perchance, — of 
too black a hue to mingle in such sun-steeped reveries. Warn 
him — warn the rash youth, to take no courage from my de- 
parture. I, too, have a rival whose dark vigilance is never 
long foiled. Let him know that, though the chastisement 
is certain, it irks me that it should be deserved, I am weary 
of bloodshed and evil reportl " 

And the duke sighed with downcast eyes, as if he himself 
were the victim of some dark power, not its agent. 

" What mighty rival could that be, — what woman? I 
thought your grace was the last likely to endure such a 
one," said Alfonso, shuddering in his inmost soul, 

" One, vriiom I must endure, may well main that other 
tremble,'* Cesare replied enigmatically, yet with satanic 
meaning in his eyes. " And in recompense I will bestow upon . 
you a warning, for I fear, you have roused the vengeance of 
one, who, Circe like, will blend the heights of joy and aur 
golsh, — even as on that night when they bade my un- 
fortunate brother to his delightsome slaughter-bouse. Nay,^ 
my tongue wags Idlyl I have caught an evil custom in 
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France to prate of all things. You guessed not what fes- 
tering horror you stirred, moving in Gandia's tracks, hop- 
ing) no doubt, to win his Holiness* gratitudel Beware how 
you meddle in it morel" 

" I dare not guess at the subject of these dreads — but, 
deems your grace that I am of tiie atuff of which they make 
domestic spies and traitors? " said Alfonso, almost betraying 
the indigoatioQ and horror of his heart, for he perceived that 
Cesare's expressions were purposely contrived to make him 
believe that his fearful love had been successful and was still 
more detestably rivalled by the Pontiff himself I 

All the tremendous passions in Alfonso's soul were stirred, 
when, remembering the malignant falsehood of one insinu- 
ation, he began almost to hope, despite the ovenrtwlming 
proofe of her guilt, in die possibility of Luciezia's innocence 
in the other. 

" Nay, — I ask of yon only irtiat your virtue and Chris- 
tian compassion might equallyprompt,"replied Cesare. " I 
wHl avow to you that I am leaving an indefatigable watcher 
in the person of Mona Faustina. Moreover, I have two of 
her sons in my train. Yet, — your watchfulness may prevent 
a diie disaster, — for Mona Faustina deems not gold one of 
the seven cardinal sinsl " 

This was a master tan^, which faiiiy enmeehed the Hospl- 
taller, and Cesare smiled inwardly at the confused silence ot 
bis victim, a silence which accepted the office, gilded with 
promise and propped witii pitfalte. Cesare, satisfied that he 
had fuMlled his mission, instantly shifted the conversation 
by Inviting Alfonso to be present at the farewell coDation 
and audience, which tiie latter promised to attend, if his 
wound permitted. Blandng himself for protracting the Intei^ 
view, unmindful of this circumstance, tiie dute then took a 
most friendly leave and retired to the unbounded satisfactltui 
of the canon. 
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The discourse had sdrred the passions in Alfooso's sool 
to their wildest rage, and deepened his suspicions of Alexander, 
Cesare and Lucrezia. In vain did Bembo urge Alexander's 
desire to renew the proposals to Ferrara. Alfonso declared 
it was but a trick to gain allies in the dangerous position in 
which the Borgia power was placed, a last card to be reserved 
for the detested necessity of resigning Lucrezia to the Oisino. 
Sven her advances towards himself seemed now but the 
climax of the most refined feminine cruelty and revenge. 
And yet Bembo took a little hope from Alfonso's detennina- 
tioii, tliat lie would baffle the Borgia, and, obtaining the posi- 
tive proof he craved against her, — leave Home forever. 
After he foimd himself alone, with every thought wliich 
he gave to the new complications arising on all sides, Alfonso's 
temper grew more furious. Hie dupe of the duke of Romagna, 
of the Oislni, of the PontifF, of Lucrezia, his position in Rome 
grew daily more untenable. The envoy of the duke of Ferrara 
was fast becoming an object of ridicute to those acquainted 
with or even surmising the import of his mission. His 
nmainlng at the Vatican could not but give rise to strange 
rumors, and tlie loss of tlie letters he valued more hi^y 
than all his earthly possessions, preyed unceasingly on his 
mind. Restlessly he perambulated his chamber, vainly grop- 
ing ffff Ariadne's guiding thread, which should lead him 
out of the labyrinth of doubt in which he found himself en* 
tangled. But turn which way he might, every avenue seemed 
to be closed to him, and he was no nearer the solution than 
before. 

The evening was sultry; a sirocco seemed brewing. Rot 
a breath of idr stirred and the air in Alfonso's chamber, situ- 
ated as the latter was facing an inner court, was stifling to an 
insufferable degree. Opening a door leading Into a dimly 
lighted corridor, Alfonso peered wistfully down the long 
shadowy vista. Then, heedless of Burkhardt's injunction 
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Hut he should not leave his chamber, he wandered farther 
and farther away from his gilded cage, until, reaching a 
postern gate, he found himself rewarded by a cooling breafli 
wafted to him from the Vatican gardens. 

His heart beat strangely, his blood burned; be strove hi 
vain to imagine what fate was in store for him. He was 
conscious of the beauty of the night, that spread its star-enn 
broideied splendors about him, conscious too of the vital 
youth and passion that throbbed in his veins, endowing him 
with a bsen, headstrong rapture, which is said to come but 
once in a life time, and which, in the very excess of its folly, 
is too often apt to bring sorrow and endless remoise in its 
train. 

The splendid gardens were apparently deserted; not a 
living soul was to be seen. Alfonso had seated hifnn^^lf on a 
marble bench. Lost in dreams and ruminations, vainly endeavor- 
ing to shape his future course of action. At the end of an 
avenue of cypress trees he caught a glimpse of the illuminated 
pool with the marble nymph, which had so greatly fascinated 
him on a in«viou8 occasion, and, knowing that he had been 
walking in a circle, and that he could not be very far from 
the gates of the Tor di Borgia, he was about to abandon him- 
self to his meditations, when, through an archway of twisted 
magnolia stems, he saw a moving shadow, and suddenly the 
tall figure of a man came into view between the heavily droop- 
ing boughs, then hurriedly disappeared In the direction of 
tb» Tor di Borgia. 

with a quick convulsive movement Alfonso had arisen. 

In the first excess of his wrath he plunged impulsively into 
die innermost recesses of the foliage, behind which the myste- 
rious stranger had vanished. Then he rushed like a whirl- 
wind down the cypress avenue, gained the entrance of the 
Tor di Borgia and vanished within. 

At the time appointed by the mysterious message he had 
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received, Paolo Orsino meanwhile had entered the Tor dl 
Borgia. Finding no one to guide him, and not caring to con- 
fide so delicate a matter to the guard, he entered the dimly 
lifted corridor, and, finding himself before the half-open 
door of Salerno's chamber, he peered cautiously within. 
Discovering no one, he concluded that the door had been left 
ajar on purpose for him to enter. This he did, closing it 
behind him. 

One more alert and less impatient might have been stag- 
gered by the condition of the apartment in which he found 
himself, and which, so far from resembling a lady's boudoir, 
had an air strangely suggestive of a gilded dungeon. But 
the Orsino, delirious with expectation, had eyes for nothing. 
Impatiently he traversed the chamber, pausing now and then 
at the narrow windows which overlooked an inner court; fan- 
tastic pictures of the coming hour dazzling his brain, for what 
he had so long hoped and wished, wSs about to come to pass. 

Now he heard footsteps in the coiridor witiiout. They 
came nearer. No doubt it was the guard. The Orsino crept 
to the door and inclining his ear, listened breathlessly, when 
suddenly the cry of the screech owl was heard without. 
The windows of the dusky passage were lighted up with a 
red glare. Two men were seen flying before a body of 
masked pursuers. One sprang, apparently without pau^g 
to measure the distance, into the court below, the other 
vanished, as if the earth had swallowed him. 

Retreating quickly and closing the door behind him, the 
Orsino waited. They seemed to be coming nearer and nearer. 
He was caught like a rat in a trap, for the door into Ihe adjoin- 
ing chamber was locked. 

Determined to make the best of his desperate situation, for 
now he doubted no longer tiiat he had been lured hither on 
some pretext, or that his stealthy entrance had been discov- 
ered, he darted through the door of the chamber. The guard 
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who stood ready for him endeavored to stop him. The Oisino 
dealt bim ft terrible blow in the face with the flat of fais weapon, 
for want of room to tiirust ftt him with its point 

** A thousand devilsl " shrieked Miguelotto. " Stop himi 
Stop him I " 

•< Xiilhimt XMhimCtheyshontediOnallsides. 

The castellan and half a score of his men rushed in pursuit 
of the Oisino, who, having attained that state of desperation 
which is the last resource of human strength, dashed wildly 
down the comdm. The shouts and clamor of his putsners 
lent him wings. They were closely at his heels. Occasionally 
a sword tiirust, aimed with no intention to wound, made him 
dart forward with redoubled speed. Lifae an arrow, he darted 
throu^ the dimly lighted passage, at the end of which a door 
opposed itself to fais further progress. 

Striking it with terrible force, it flew open, and Patdo 
Orsino dashed into a chamber, lifted by a lamp with a 
crimson shade, suspended from the ceiling. 

Behind curtains of velvet, embroidered with the crimson 
Bull of the Bo^;ia, in a bed of carved ebony, tbext; sat a 
woman staring paie with terror at the intruder. 

Paolo Orsini, mad with the fear of deatli,ni8lied towards her. 

But when he encountered the terrified gaze of Lucrezia 
Borgia, he staggered as if he had been struck by lightning. 

"Madonna, — they are seeking to kill mel You haw 
done this, — yon have lured me hither to butcher mel 
Save mel Save mel " 

And he threw himself frantically before tiie bed. 

At the sight of a man, pale, e^iausted, speaking to her in 
wild, incoherent accents, Lucrezia Borgia clasped her hands 
over her eyes and shrieked for help. 

" Madonna," cried the Orsino, " for the love of Etoaven do 

not calll If you do, I am lost, for my murderers are on my 

heel, — they are at the door — therel I hear them nowl " 
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*' Helpt " ahzieked LucrezU franticaUy. " ^Ipl " 

" Ahl ** cried the Orsino despairingly. " You have billed 
mel I did not think it possible todle by so sweet a voice, — 
80 fair a handl " 

At tiie same time the door flew open, and a troop of men, 
their faces covered with masks, their pikes levelled, rushed 
into the chamber. 

Miguelotto was at their head, his course hair bristling, 
his eyes flggiiitig fire, his cheek smarting from the Oisino's 
blow. The Catalan was indeed terrible to behold. 

" By San Jacopo of Compostellal We have himi At 
him, my meni Take himI " 

The Orsino looked for a weapon, but In vain. Be glanced 
imploringly at Lucrezia, feeling that she alone could save 
him, and rising, he threw himself towards her. 

She endeavored to release herself and uttered a piercing 
scream, accompanied by an effort to conceal herself between 
the bed and the wall. 

At that moment a door in the tapestry opened, and tbo 
form of a man dressed in sombre black stepped into the 
chamber. 

" What means this? " he cried, gazing towards the prostrate 
form of the Orsino. " I am here, my sisterl I am beret " 

" Cesarel Cesarel " cried Lucrezia frantically. " Save mel 
Save mel" 

At this point a man appeared on the threshold of die open 
chamber, pale as death, with wildly staring eyes, which took 
in the import of tbs scene at a glance. 

He saw Lucrezia, more lovely than ever, supporting herself 
against the wall. He saw Paolo Orsino crouching at the 
foot of the bed. He saw the chamber filled with men and 
the duke of Romagna apparently master of the situation. 

When Cesare's gaze encountered the eye of the Hospitaller, 
he tamed on Miguelotto with an expression that caused the 
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Catalan to shiirer as one in the ague of a fever. Discovering 
the ta.tal blunder, for which he was at a loss to account, he had 
turned ashen pale, and the look with which he regarded the 
unwitting Hospitaller boded little good for the envoy from 
Ferrara. 

There was a brief pause, during which Higoelotto's 
Catalans, not initiated into the plot, continued to glare 
at the trembling -Oisino, who proved indeed a sorry sight, 
turning for protection from Lucrezia to the duke, whose 
entrance had caused him to turn pale as a corpse. 

The latter advanced with a sarcastic smile on bis lips. 

" Indeed, my lord Paolo, you have a rather* uncommon 
method of wooing. We fear your ardor has carried you 
somewhat too far, and you might have become the victim 
of your own heedless pasdon. Arise, my lord, and leam 
that we Borgia value our honor and know how to protect it! *' 

At these words the Orsino's resentment, getting the 
mastery, put words into his mouth he did not mean to speak. 

" My lord duke," he exclaimed, scrambling to his feet, 
while Lucrezia, suddenly encountering the merciless gaze 
of the Hospitaller, frantically groped for concealment, - - 
" I was lured hither by a messenger from tiiis magnificent 
lady, your sister, — promising the fulfilment of my most 
ardent denies, when, — " 

" Liarl It is false! " shrieked Lucrezia, supporting hei^ 
self against the waU. " Leave this chamberl WUi no one 
deliver me from these wretches who daie invade a woman's 
sanctuary unieproved and unmolested? " 

llie Orsino turned like li^tning on the woman, irtio had 
given his words the lie; then on the duke, as if he had encomw 
tered a snake in his path. 

Cesare's lurid gaze wandered from the Orsino to the 
Hospitaller, whose face was of the pallor of death. 

" My lord Paolo," he then turned to the Or^o with his 
396 



Digitized by Google 



THE RED CHAMBER 

most Buave acoeots, "it Is hardly chiTalroos to pnblidy 
upbraid a woman with her fond follies, — besides, Donna 
Lucrezia entreats you, throu^ me, to retire from die cham- 
ber. Your abrupt entrance no doubt has fri^tened her; a 
future hour may prove more aufipicious." 

The Orsino ^aied at the Borgia with an ominous scowl. 

" ^r grace is so fortunate in having a protector in the 
person of the duke of Romagna so conveniently near at all 
hours of the night and day, that we can readily forget our 
own discomfiture in the assurance of her welfBiel " 

With these words Paolo Oisino strode from the chamber. 
As he passed by Alfonso, the two exchanged glances of 
deadly hatred, but the Hospitaller was too deeply engrossed in 
the significance of the scene he had witnessed to follow his 
rival as be passed out 

The duke of Romagna meanwhile had ordered Miguelotto 
and Iiis Catalans from Lucrezia's apartment, and it seemed to 
Alfonso that for some dark reason he had studiously avoided 
doing so before. 

Approaching the Hospitaller the duke apologized for an 
incident, which had disturbed his rest and slumbers. 

" My presence in the sacred palace has luckily prevented 
a possible tragedy — for the guards were not apprised of the 
Orsino's tryst," he said, vrith a regretful air. 

Alfonso bowed coldly. 

** I thank your grace for the opportunity you have afffffded 
me, to apprise my lords how uncommonly well her grace is 
guarded during her slumbers." 

With these words he bowed and strode heavily down the 
corridor, leaving the duke of Romagna on the threshold of 
Lucrezia's chamber. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

" BORGIA — OR80 ! " 

HE Sala Regia bad been pre- 
pared for the final audience, 
which the Pontiff was to 
grant the most illustrious 
pUgrlms, ere they retunied 
to their native lands, then 
to spread the tidings of the 
gorgeous magnificence of the 
Borgian court. Yet, though 
it was to be the closing 
event of 0» last festival of the united ChriBtian world, 
it was felt, Aough not acknowledged, that something of fore- 
boding and g^oom mingled with all its pomp and splendor. 
The guard in Hie pontifical palace was unusally numerous, 
and the muster of the Orsini, however speciously declared to 
be In honor of their young chieftain, was equally significant 
The final act had certainly something of a military character, 
and the Pontiff was somewhat surprised on entering the sala, 
followed by Luciezia, Julia Famese, and their court, to per- 
ceive that the majority of his guests were in armor. 

Cesare's trained eye had quickly discovered the Hospitaller, 
in a measure screened by fbe crowd, which passed before him, 
and he marked with satisfaction tlie look with which he 8u> 
veyed the platform where Lucrezia had taken her station. 
Paolo Orsino and the members of his house appeared in 
full armor, exhibiting a wild gayety, strangely contrasting 
with the pallid gloom of the Hospitaller. 
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*'BORGIA — ORSO!" 

The Pontiff was too much absorbed in his own thoughts and 
passions to observe those of Alfonso, in whose soul the scene 
he had witnessed on the foregoing night burned like vitriol 
on a raw wound. He was convinced that Lucrezia had pur- 
posely contrived his present dilemma, either to effect his 
destruction by the futility of his pretended embassy, or to 
compel him to save himself by a precipitate flight from Rome, 
that she might be rid <rf his espionage, and abandon herself 
more unreservedly to her pas^on for the Orsino. Cesare's 
sudden appearance in her chamber, which should have giTOn 
him pause, had he calmly reviewed all the phases of the strange 
scene, now only added fuel to the flame, and he was mth difS- 
culty restraining himself from rushing forth and openly de- 
nouncing the infamy of the incest-tainted Borgia. 

Paolo Orano's gaze was eagerly fixed on Lucrezia, as if 
searching for traces of the suffering and degradation which 
she had suffered in his presence. But his heart glowed as 
with living fire when he beheld her, calm and imperturbed. 
A stately ceremonial ensued, Alexander listening appoi^ 
ently to the compliments, which Ce&are addressed to the new 
cardinals as Burkhardt presented them with his usual for^ 
mality and set form of speech. 

" The most reverend Giovanni Castellar Valentino, Arch- 
bishop of Trani; — ^ancesco Remolino of Lerida, ambassador 
of the most Catholic king, — Francesco Loderini, Bishop of 
Volterra, — Melchior Copio of Germanla, Bishop of Brixen, — 
Niccolo Fiesco, Bishop of Frejus; — Francesco de Sprati, 
Bishop of Leon, — Adrian di Cometo, Clerk of the Chamber 
and Secretary of Briefe, — Francesco Doris, Bishop of Elva, 
Patriarch of Constantinople and Pro-Secretary of bis Holi- 
ness, the Sovereign Pontiff, — Jacomo Casanuova, Prothono- 
tary and Secret Chamberlain of his Holiness," — these were 
all duly announced, and received Cesare's and the Pontiff's 
courteous greetings. 
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" We tnisB the Cardinal of Modena, — alas we forget, — 
the poor man is dead — " said Cesare with an air of regret, 
as the last of the scarlet robed dignitaries had paid his homage, 
passing by the pontifical canopy, followed by numerous 
fweign pilgrims renowned for their piety, or some other 
quality wliich caused them to be regarded a light of the 
church. 

The ambassador from Naples had not yet been admitted, 
bnt one from almost every other European power was present, 
and it was noted that during the opening ceremony the 
Ondni and their clans were ominously crowding the centre 
of the hall of audience. 

The line of pilgrims which passed the pontifical dais seemed 
to be endless, when Burkhardt at last received a signal, 
disappeared and returned, ushering in the ambassador of 
Don Federigo. 

At the sight of the man who entered the hall of audience, 
in himself an assurance of an unpleasant embassy, an audible 
gasp escaped the assembly. 

For it was Fabrizio Colonna, the banished leader of his 
once mighty house, who strode into the presence of his great 
enemy, evincing only in his knit brows and compressed 
lips the strife of passions raging in bis soul. He was clad in 
complete armor, save the head, which was bare, and he 
carried the golden baton, wliich appertained to his office as 
constable of Na|des. 

" The lord Fabrizio Colonnal We trust the message is 
more loyal than the choice ttf the envoy would argue I ** said 
the Pontiff very harshly, observing a perceptible hesitation 
in Fabrizio, ere he knelt in customary homage. 

" I am the ambassador of Naples, not now the chief of 

the Colonnal " said the old warrior, rising abruptly. " When 

once more I come to Rome in that name, — but let 

it passi Holy Fatherl I am the bearer of the strenuous 
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complaints and protests of my lord, King Don F^derlgo, 
inasmucli as he is full well informed of the favor and encoui^ 
agement your Holiness bestows on King Louis of France in 
his proposed invasion of his territories, more clearly apparent 
in the secret machinations of the duke of Romagnal " 

" Alasl Marshal d'Aubigny can furnish but too ready a 
reply to this accusation, noble Fabrizio, " interposed Cesare, 
and the Colonna cast upon him a glance of unutterable 
loathing and hatred. 

" It is well known flut your grace did desert us at the 
direst pinch of our affairs, for which my lord tows a reckoning 
in the matter of Milan," said the impetuous soldier. 

" To the Pontiff, my sovereign alone, am I bound to 
account for my actions," said Cesare submissively. " But 
as the humble vassal of my lord, the King of France, I intend 
departing as soon as may be for Milan to offer my excuses in 
person I " 

A general murmur of surprise arose and Alexander himself 
regarded Cesare with uneasiness and suspicion. 

" But, moreover, I am the bearer of this letter from the 
most Catholic Kings of Spain, on behalf of their Wnnman, my 
master," said Fabrizio, fiercely, " which being perused 
may perchance save bis grace the trouble of a journey 
to Milan. Messer Datary, you are skilled in deciphering, 
I pray you, — read iti " 

^le Datary mechanically took the parchment offered 
to him and, receiving a nod from Cesare, he cut the silken 
cord and read the epistle aloud, lending by his manner of 
delivery additional weight to its offensive contents. It was 
one long string i^ complainte end reproaches, couched in 
terms of feigned humility, in which the Spanish sovereigns 
upbraided the Pontiff with his preference of the French, 
declared their determination to support the King of Naples 
against all enemies, denounced the duke of Romagna as the 
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cause and promoter of all acts iniinical to Spanish interests, 
and, in conclusion, implored the Pontiff to cause Cesare to 
reassume tlie purple of the cardinal, which he had abdicated. 

" Alasl What will become of m7 young bride if yon 
make a monk ci mel " said Cesare, witii an assumption of 
seriousness which caused those nearest to him to laugh 
outri^t 

" We will endeavor not to forget that you are an am- 
bassador, my lord Fabrizio, — but be brief In what you have 
to addl " said Alexander, bridling his wrath with extreme 
difficulty and rebuking the untimely mirth with a glance. 

" The rest is of less importance, but my lord permits me 
to urge two matters in my own behalf, " — said Fabrizio, 
darkening to the utmost ghastly hues of suppressed passion. 
" I demand the surrender ,of a woman, called to the eternal 
blush of our name, Flamma Colonna, the leman of the dute 
of Romagna, and I demand the immediate restoration of 
tlie wrongfully seized estates and wealth of our housel " 

" And we, the Orsini, entreat your Holiness to restore the 
Ccrionna to your paternal favor and their inheritance," said 
the duke of Gravina, suddenly stepping forward with his 
hand on his sword, an habitual gesture with him, when he 
spoke with any vehemence. 

A deadly hush pervaded the assembly at this ominous 
sign at a reconciliation between the Orsini and Colonna. 

Alexander himself stared with speechless amazement at 
this unexpected and most dangerous sign of concert between 
the ancient and hereditary enemies, by means of whose dis- 
union alone he had suppressed the power of the one. 

*• This is new matter indeed! The Orsini and Colonna 
knitting claws — tiger and bearl " exclaimed the Pontiff at 
last. " But we forgetl Your cause is in reality onel Your 
quarrel is only 1^0 sliall devour the prey, after it is torn to 
piecMt " 
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" H0I7 Faflier, we desire but to intercede for the Colonita 
Iiumbly, as befits your dutiful vassals," said the duke of 
Urbiup, plucking back his ally Gravina, for Paolo Orsiuo had 
stepped forward and faced the Pontifi with an ominous scowl. 

*' And we demand the immediate fulfilment of the pledge 
your Holiness so long and often has given our house, tlu con- 
summation of the nuptials between your Holiness* most serene 
and beautiful daughter and him 1^0 has so long and so de- 
votedly wooed for her handl " 

" Are we to drag our own child to tbe altar, merely to grat- 
iry your rebellious whims? " replied Alexander, whitening 
with rage. " \(^ her consent and we have frequently de- 
claredourownshoUnotlogbehinditl Lucrezial Lucrezial " 
shouted fba Pontifi. " She shall herself answer youl " 

" It is indeed not to be desired that your Holiness should 
play the wooer in this matter," said Fabrlrio Coloima, a 
mftfltiing couched in his tones which was lost on few present 
' Pressing her clenched hands to her bosom, her face betrays 
ing the most agonizing misery and shame, Lucrezia advanced, 
but Instantly conscious of the interpretation which might 
be placed upon her action her proud spirit rallied as quickly 
as it had yielded. With a AwsMng glance of contempt at the 
Col<Hma she quickened her steps till she reached tlw pontif- 
ical throne, on which sat Alexander In awful silence, tiie 
fierceness of his nature struggling with the dictates of pru- 
dence, in afiectlng not to have heard the Colonna's dark 
innuendo. 

" Holy FaCherl I am here to obey your Holiness* command 
in this as in all things, save where obedience were but its 
counterpart, were I to profess ^th my lips what my heart 
disavows! " she said, in her sweet but now firm and resolved 
tones. " And rather than be the source of so much trouble 
and turmoil, let me retire and end my days in some convent, — 
remote from alll " 
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** Your Holiness, if this request be granted, — which Dooaa 
Lucrezia can but propoiind in jest, — I and my frieads can 
but conclude that this ^orious hope was held out to us to luie 
us to some pitfalL And without this guarantee of good faith, 
my lords, barons, friends, — Urbino, Vitellozzo, Oliveretto, — 
we can not, — ^we will not be satisfied! " exclaimed Paolo 
Orsino, with a frantic gesture. 

" So think we alll " shouted Vitellozzo, entirely oblivions 
<rf ttie decorum he owed the Pontiff. " We will not continue 
the Borgia's dupesl We tiave been cheated too often with 
chaff for barleyl " 

" Rebel and traitor, you liel " thundered Alexander, turn- 
ing furiously on the speaker. " You and your fellow robbers 
repay our long forbearance with this insolence! But we will 
learn a lesson now, that shall remain with us for the remainder 
of our timet " 

" Ayl And we will emphasize it with a thousand spears 
and tear the spoils of the Patrimony of St Peter from your 
Holiness* Spanish claws 1 " shouted \^tellozzo, lashing him- 
self into a benzy, vrbsn Paolo clutched him aside. 

"We complain not on idle surmises I " said the Orsino, 
striving to restrain his ally and his own vehemence at the 
same time. " It is known, — and Donna Lucrezia herself 
will not deny it, — that an envoy from Ferrara is amongst 
us, who has been honored with her repeated private audi- 
ences." 

" What says our fair sister to this? What private' audi- 
ences are these we hear of? " said Cesare In a tone apparentty 
of playful mockery, as if he did not credit the statement. 

"Peacp, — let Lucrezia speaki " said Alexander, gazing 
with surprise and suspicion at Lucrezia, whose sudden pallor 
and confusion confessed some secret consciousness. In her 
exceeding dread for the safety of the Hospitaller from her 
father's wrath, if what she believed to be his real mission 
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weie betrayed, and her almost equal fear of the shame iriiich 
her own share in the adventure seemed to entail, Lucrezia 
bad no recourse, but to admit the statement, counteracting 
its effect as much as possible vith her innate feminine tact. 

** There is indeed, we have learned, one in Rome bvm 
Ferrara, who has a mission concerning us," she said, with 
visible hesitation, " But to prove how little weight we at- 
tach to it, how little the Orsini have to dread from it, we have 
not even deemed it necessary to acquaint his Holiness with 
the fact, contenting ourselves with vague replies to vague 
questionings I " 

" Our Lady preserve us, since women too have taken it 
upon themselves to rule in our placet " said Alexander pas- 
sionately. " But who is this envoy and where may he be 
found? " 

Cesaie g^ced expressively at the Orsino, as if calling his 
attention, how well the farce was played. 

" This to reveal, I am restrained by a solemn pledge to 
secrecy, save to your Holiness alone," replied Lucrezia, much 
agitated. " Suffice it that I solemnly assure the lord Orsino 
that the envoy's mission, as far as I know or desire, has failed, 
and shall continue to fail, — unless falsehood can become 
truthi" 

" And on tiiis assurance you must needs rest content, my 
lord Paolol " said Cesare, with a crafty smQe. 

** On no assurance can my soul rest content, save the pos- 
session of its sole object, its sole hopel " replied Paolo. 

" OhI Why -wtH you drive me to dmpalr? " exclaimed 
Lucrezia. " Surely idl manhood is perverted, since even the 
victnr of so glorious a day thinks it meet to woo a woman with 
threats instead of lovel " 

" Then teach me how to woo a goddess, since men only 
know how to woo womeni " said the Orsino, gazing at her 
with frenzied passion. 
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" Tour pardon, Bfadotma, tput he who stands befoce yon 
owes not his victory to the laws of chivalry, but to foul trea^ 
soni " exclaimed Alfonso, noting Lucrezia's dexterous screen- 
ing with ever increasing wrath, imputing it to the dread of 
her father rattier than to any desire to shield him. 

" Wherefore not, my lord, since your accident, — since 
Cesaie himself — yielded it to the ItHTd Orsino?" said Lu- 
crezia, starting as if she bad seen a spectre. 

" Then to him of the two, or to both, since they love to 
tilt in company, I say: - — 'He, who shall maintain that I have 
fairly lost, or that he has fairly won fbe crown of the tourna- 
ment in the Coliseum, — lies in his teeth," said the 
Hospitaller, flushing his steel glove with such violence on the 
marble floor that it rebounded over the kneeling Orsino and 
fell at the feet of the duke of Romagna. 

" Marry, it knows its place," said Cesare, smiUng as be 
lifted the gauge. 

" I only request, your grace, that you deliver my gjove 
with ttw wreath," replied Alfonso, turning disdainfully away, 
followed by the Orsino's furious gaze. 

But a stance, the latter surprised in Lucrezia's eyes as the 
Hospitaller resumed his former station, shook the last grain 
of patience out of Paolo's breast 

" Since the duke of Romagna himself has yielded to me 
the prize, it grieves me tliat it is not delivered to me, 
as if our stroke had indeed been premeditated," he ex- 
claimed. " And if everything else is taken from me, my 
honor is still my own and none shall dare assail iti " 

" If you desire not to affront me to the point so as to 
destroy your hopes forever, my lord Paolo, do not press this 
matter further," said Lucrezia, with warmth. 

" Content you, lord Paolol " interposed Fabrizio, who 

had been listening in silent disdain. " Content you I A 

former peace was cemented by this lady's marriage with <nie 
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viiose blood still ciles out In vain for vengeance, — shed in 
die Vatican by hands perchance as lily fair and spotless to 
look upon as those you so passionately crave I " 

This last insult was too much for Alexander's endurance. 

" Traitors and rebelsl " he thundered, " begone, ere 
I order you to be thrown out before the spears of my 
guards! " 

" This as reply to my private complaints; to those of 
King Don Federigo, my master, what answers your Holi- 
ness? " said Fabrizio, in unmoved tones. 

" To the king, your master, our insolent vassal, — to all 
the kings of the earth, I reply: — that I have been chosen by 
God, the Almighty, and not by man, to be the Father and 
Controller of princes, and such I am and shall be, desi^te all 
enmity and protests! Tha.t it becomes not our dignity 
to altercate with rebels and misbegotten bastards, who 
strive against our auth<nity, which we shall enforce with all 
the power at our command I " 

*' By the faith of my body, Holy Father," shouted Fabrizio 
beside himself, " there is an abundance of bastards already 
in the church, without lugging in morel " 

"My Swiss! Where are my Swiss?" gasped Alexander, 
well nigh choked with rage. " Let some one remove him 
eie I do what I may regret! " 

" Then I am to inform your Holiness," shouted the un- 
daunted Colonna, — " that thinking and acting as you do, 
prompted only by the aggrandizement of your house, to the 
ruin of the church, in utter contempt and defiance of all 
reason and justice, having banished all fit counsel from the 
realm and plotting his unjust dethronement. King Don 
Fedeiigo sends you his defiance: and the most Catholic 
Kings of Spain aver that if you persist in your treaclierous 
plot with die King of France, they will deny and no longer 
acknowledge yon to be the common father of Christendom, 
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and this ultimatom I go to place oa lecord witii the Datary 
of the Holy Seel " 

" And this is my reward for bestowing on the Spanish 
Kings half of the new-discovered world I "exclaimed Alex- 
ander furiously. " But I would have them know that 
inmy youdi I studied the Roman law and I remember having 
read that the ingratitude of the receiver gives the granter 
the rig^t to reclaim his gifti " 

" If you had studied the canon law with equal profit, your 
Holiness' datighter would not have had so many husbandsl " 
shouted the maddened Colonna. " But no doubt, my lady 
Lucrezia would shrink at the word, so we wiU be silent till 
the skies themselves begin to clatter it! " 

For a moment, suffocated with the violence of his anger, 
Alexander gasped for breath, then springing up from his 
throne, he thundered: " My SwlssI — My SwissI " 

A band of soldiers, clad from head to foot in glittering 
steel, appeared in response to the Pontifi's call, and marched 
with quick ringing steps across the hall. 

On their entrance a gasp of surprise came from the specta- 
tors, for these were not the Pontiff's Swiss halberdiers, — over 
their armor they wore the flame-colored livery of the 
Orsini. 

Arrived at the dais, they paused, saluted and wheeled 
about, their opening ranks revealing two men carrying a bier 
covered with black cloth, and a man in the scarlet robes of a 
cardinal, who bade them place their burden at the Pontiff's 
feet 

^le ensuing silence of death was broken by the voice of 
the Pontiff, who stared lite a Hon at bay from the Cardinal 
to Cesare, convinced that he beheld in him the author of tliis 
new and shocking surprise. 

" Cardinal Juliano delle Rovere, — under sentence of 

excommunication and eternal banishment from the Patrimony 
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of St Peter — you daie set foot In &a sacred palace?" 
shouted the Pontifi, vhite with passion. 

Instead of replying, the Cardinal jerhed the black doth 
from the bier. 

Then was a commotion near tiu Pontlflcal dais. Julia 
Famese had fainted. 

" How much longer, my lords Otsini, will you endure the 
unendurable? How much longer will you suffer the yoke 
of the Crimson Bull to weigh down your manhood? Does 
not the sight at this new and bloody crime madden the 
sluggish blood in your veins? He who lies here, the victim 
of the avarice of a woman of your own house, the victim of 
the infamy of his own flesh and blood, tbit victim of tlie foul 
treachery of a shaven priest, vba has obtained the Triple 
Tiara by bribe and cheat with the aid of the devil — Ursinus 
Oisino, was foully slain witliin the confines of the sacred 
palace. His body was tlirown into the sinks of Castel San 
Angelo, iriience it was recovered. Hy lords Orsini, Colonna, 
Vitellozzo, — will you stand idly by and see the crimson 
beast devour your flesh and blood? Arouse yourselvesi 
To actioni We will call a Conclave and purge the chair of 
St. Peter of the abomination which has defiled it for a 
decadel To action, my lords — to actioni " 

Like the spirit of vengeance the old Cardinal Ad Vlncula 
stood over the corpse of the Orsino. Julia Famese had 
been carried from the hall of audience, while the Pontiff 
stared awestruck from the victim of the woman, to his 
great enemy. 

There was something supematurally grand and awe in- 
spiring about Juliano delle Rovere, something commanding 
as well as defiant in tin straight and steady look with which 
he confronted the Pontiff, and, for a moment or so, deep 
^ence reigned, a silence of superstitions dread, Insured by 
file crisis which all felt to be at hand. 
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Aleiaiider*s reason was frequently a counterpoise even to 
his most violent pasaons, and, Fecognizing the peril of the 
situation ivhich he confronted, he said, witii enforced calm: 

" Ursinus Orsino, a rebel to our authority and under the 
ban of excommunication, has no one but himself to blame 
for his fate I " 

" It is thus that the father of Christendom shields crime 
and regards the value of human life I " Rovere turned to 
the OrsinL " My lords I If this deed does not stir you to 
action, you deserve to be lashed out of Rome with whipcordsl" 

While the duke of Grarina, Paolo Oisino and their kindred 
stared at the horror ot which they held themselves by no 
means blameless, an inner voice accuang them of having 
harbored in their palaces that old pander, Adiianna Oisini, 
who had sold her own flesh and blood for the sequins of the 
Pontiff, Gian Vitellozzo's rebellions spirit brooked submission 
no longer. 

" What need we a Conclave! — ECave we not a thousand 
Lanzfcnechts? Down mth the Borgial " he shouted, as his 
giant figure emerged from the tfatong, wbUe he shook his 
mailed fist defiantly in the Pontiff's face. 

" Down with the Borgial " shouted the Orsini, catching 
the burly chieftain's fire, and " Down with the Borgial ** 
was reechoed from every comer of the hall of audience. 

At the first outburst of these unequivocal signs of rebellion 
within the very walls of the pontifical palace, Cesare had 
rushed to the side of the Pontiff, while Lucrezia stared pale 
as death at the uproar, which foreshadowed the downfall 
of her house. 

But, far from being cowed, Alexander at that moment 
proved himself worthy of the appellation of Satumus, applied 
to him by his contemporaries. 

Rising to his feet, his majestic form seemed to overshadow 
the whole assembly. 
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At flu sound of his voice the Swiss guards bunt wlfll 
levelled spears into the hall of audience, but the Orsini were 
not Blow in TnarHhaiUng tbeii own clans round them and for a 
moment it seemed as if a death stnig^ was imminent in 
the very presence of the Pontiff himself. Lucrezia had franti- 
cally rushed to Alexander's side, bad thrown her arms around 
him, and had entreated him, amidst sobs and tears, not to 
drive flie barons on their last defenses. 

" Ton speak truly, my child, dearer to my heart than the 
life-blood which warms it," the Pontiff said, after a teiiible 
pause; then he turned to the Orsini. 

" Traitors and rebelsl Leave this ball with your dead and 
with your rebellious confederate! And if at sunrise your 
shadows darken the walls' of this city, Monte Giordano will 
behold as many gibbets as there are heads in your disloyal 
house. Let tlie Datary draw up the Major Excommunica- 
tion," be then addressed Cesare, " And hereby, in virtue 
of the power vested in us by Jesus Christ and St Peter, his 
successor, we banish from Rome the Orsini and their rebel- 
lious clans, confiscating flwlr cbnttels and estates for the 
greater g^ory of God and Holy ChurchI " 

As the Pontiff pronounced the sentence, Vltellozzo paled 
despite himself. The superstition inherent in his nature was 
too strong to yield to the subconsciousness of bodily strength, 
and the burly chieftain cowed before the Pontiff's curse. 
Cardinal Rovere ordered flie Orsini contingent to take up 
Ursinus' body, but ere be joined their retreating ranks he 
turned and faced flu Borgia with a silent look of defiance. 
Then, his own retreat covered by Fabrizlo Colonna, be receded 
ere the Pontiff could shape his furious intent into words, and 
after the last of the Roman barons had disappeared, Alex- 
ander himself, taking Lucrezia's hand, strode with the step 
of an angry warrior, rather than a priest, to the golden portal. 

It was with singular emotions that Alfonso had witnessed 
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the scene irtiich had just come to a close. The prospects 
of the Oisiiii seemed hopelessly shattered. Initiated as Al- 
fottso was into Borgian statecraft, he knew there was but one 
alternative for the disposseesed and banished clans of the 
Orsini, to take the field against the Pontiff and the general- 
issimo of the church, the duke of Romagna. 

But with a disquietude he could not repress, Alfonso had 
noticed the uncompromising attitude of Cesaie Borgia, the 
small share he had taken in siding with the Pontiff. Only 
when Vitellozzo's insults had become too glaring, had he re- 
TOoled the Borgia, dormant even during the invectiTes of 
Fabrizio Colonna. 

To unravel the subtle web of the duke's policy was matter 
for a Machiavellian brain rather than Alfonso's, and he 
wondered if Cesare would attempt to act as intermediary 
between the Pontiff and the rebellious barons. 

But, while returning to the wing of the Tor di Boigia, 
where lay his own chamber, a matter closer to his heart than 
all else reverted to him. The time seemed opportune to 
accomidish a venture long contemplated — now that the 
general atmosphere of turmoil and strife prevented prying 
eyes from watching his own movements. 

Accordingly he strayed domi the corridor, where, on a 
former occasion, chance had led him to the secret gallery 
connecting the Vatican with Castel San Angelo. He must 
again get possession of the lost documents touching Lncrezia's 
guilt and incidentally leam the Colonoa's relations to Cesare, 
now that the alliance with Ferrara seemed again to loom up 
in the foreground. 

Alfonso found the iron gate ajar, and, though unprovided 
with a light, he could not resist bis eagerness to repeat the 
venttire of a former night. 

Slowly, carefully, he descended, and, after reaching the 
bottom, he began to grope his way slowly and cautiously 
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•long. Wi^ testing foot and oatstretched srms he sloiHy 
penetrated Into the dark passage, filled with mepbitic odors 
and rayless as the blackest midnight 

Now and then he paused to listen; then he continued 
upon his way, until in the far remoteness oi the gallery he 
beheld the faint glimmer of a light. He advanced mote 
eagerly towards it, renewed hope filled bis heart, when the 
glow suddenly vanished, 

A stunning blow, as from a mallet, fell upon his head, and 
Alfonso sank senseless into Stygian darkness. 

During the night following the excommunication the 
Ondni and their clans, ViteUozzo and his legions, Oliverotto 
with his followers left the city, and Monte Giordano was 
occupied by the soldiers of the church. 

On the following day the duke of Romagna departed for 
Imola, and an atmosphere murky with fear and apprehen- 
sions hung over the seven-hilled city of Rome. 
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CHAPTER I 

THE CONSPIRACY OP FANO 

N a sombre, deep-raftered 

chamber of the Castle of 

Fano, one of the strongest 

fiefs of the Orsini, tiiere sat 

five persons engaged in pro- 

foand deliberation: Paolo 

Orsino, Gian Vitellozzo, 

OUverotto da Fenno, Pan- 

dotfo Petnicd and Giovanni 

Baglioni. 

The clear summer day was fading before the evening 

twilight, which crept stealthily over the sky and eitingnished 

its fires. In the liquid yellow of the sunset the great pines 

of Volterra stood motionless against the northern horizon. 

The castle itself, black, bristling and menacing, raised its 

dark keeps over the crest of the hill, glowering over the d^ 

and the distant plains of Umbria. 

The shadows were deepening when Cardinal Orsino and 
the duke of Gravina arrived from Maggione, and, after a 
brief repast, joined their confederates with every precaution 
the occasion demanded. 

The conftnon danger had made all equals; but it had 
likewise produced a taciturn constraint Moreover Ba^oni 
detested Vitenozzo; Petnicci had never met the plebeian 
Oliverotto, while >^itellozzo suspected Cardinal Orsino of 
dedgns upon Citta dl Castello and greeted him with poorly 
dissembled ill wHL 
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The Edtoatlon indeed was one of graTo danger to all, bnt 
gravest to the Borgia. Cesare himself was at Imola appar- 
ently engaged in preparing Ihe siege of Bologna. The 
Roman barons had gradually recovered from the panic into 
which tiie ezconuntmication of the Pontiff had thrown them. 
From a situation of °**™<"g power and triumph a few days 
had reduced Cesare to one of utmost difScuIty and danger. 
All Italy heard with amazement that he was shut up in Imola 
with a scanty force, within a few hours' march of the lords of 
Bologna who were preparing to attack him, while at Fano and 
Perugia were gattwring tbe forces of the southern barons, 
under command of the exasperated Paolo, which at once 
overawed Rome and prevented all hope of retreat upon it 
Umbria in commotion, Romagna doubtful, Ferrara irritated, 
Urbino In open revolt, scant hope of the French at Milan, 
whose viceroy was a personal enemy of Cesare, the Venetians 
his most bitter foes, the Florentines wavering and awaiting 
Machiavelll's advices, — the condition of Cesare seemed 
to be desperate, when the battle of Cagli completed his 
misfortunes. In this engagement Miguelotto had been de- 
feated by the combined forces of the Ondni and of Urbino, the 
Catalan with difficulty saving his own life from the carnage. 

A strange inertness retarded the operations of tlie confeder- 
ates, before Messer Niccolo reached Imola, where he scarcely 
expected to find Cesare. But on arriving in sight of the city, 
the white banner of the Church still floated over its walte, 
from which that of the Bentivogli on the summit of San 
Pietro was dimly visible. 

This was the situation which confronted the confederates 
assembled in the Castle of Fano to devise a last crushing 
blow upon the Borgia. They were served by a single servant, 
and the barons ate and drank in silence. 

" Tou have been more fortunate than I," Vitellozzo at 
last turned to OUverotto. 
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** For six yean I have pUnned ttw deed," the latter replied, 
vith the accentB of a man hatmted rather by some nnwelcome 
memory than encouraged by a recent triumph. " And now 
it disturbs my sleep." 

" Tou sacrifice but scantily to fortuie, If such be your 
thanks," ejaculated Vitellozzo. " I too harbored a plan, but 
to have its realization torn from me) And now the Orsini 
distrust, the Florentines hate me, — the Borgia — " 

He paused with a meaning look at the duke of Gravlna. 

" Who lies in the adjoining room? " Baglioni tumed to 
Paolo OrsinL 

" An old monk was brougjit in yesterday, weak, hungry, 
half-starved and dying. Hie castellan took compassion 
upon him and gave him food and lodging. He is safe tmder 
lock and boltt" 

A silence followed, broken by the cardinal. 

" We have three things to consider which should be treated 
in proper order," he said, peering from one to the other. 
" Some have suffered wrongs in the past, some stand in present 
danger, — all are concerned for the future." 

Baglioni and Petmcci nodded approval. Vitellozzo said: 

** Uine is the grief and the danger. I have lost Arezzo — 
how can I resist sin^y? " 

" Ton are not alone," answered PBtmecL " I for one will 
stand by you, since in your fall I see my own. The duke has 
proposed an alliance with Florence — provided he were al- 
lowed to grasp the city of Sienna — " 

**And I," interposed Baglioni, "stand in similar periL 
It comes to me from the Vatican, through sources not to 
be denied, that Perugia is viewed as the link to cement Ro- 
magna and Rome. I have el|^t hundred trained men, but 
the people cast their lot with me. I, like Petrucd, dare not 
let you perish, but <m your part, yon shall {dedge to main- 
tain nsl" 
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"Secnze me the possessioii of Fenno and I promise two 
fltonsand meni " growled Oliverotto. 

" The Oisim have not spokeal " Petmcd said, with a mean- 
ing glance at the cardinaL — " Tet the Ofsini have the most 
to loeel " 

" I answer for myself, and for one who is absent — Guido- 
baldo of Urbino," the cardinal replied, in answer to this chal- 
lenge. " Our peril is not to be denied. Were it not wise, 
tliink you, to reduce the danger irtiich threatens, to strike as 
we gather side by side, — to seize tlie opportunities of surprise, 
to smite the wolf in the fangs, by restoring his lost pocoeocions 
to the duke of Urbino? " 

So bold a proposition was received in silence. 

At last Paolo answered: 

" To join for our mutual protection is one thing; to assail 
the Borgia on his own ground Is to double the hazardl " 

" There can be no half measures," interposed the dulre 
of Gravina. " This meeting severs our fealtyl We shall 
be Inevitably destroyed, unless we deal a stunning blow from 
the start! " 

" And the French? " blustered Vltellozzo. 

" If Guidobaldo presents himself at Urbino the people wHl 
rise against the garrison. The loss of the place will be so 
severe a strolte to the Borgia that he will be disposed to accept 
our tennsl " 

'< But the French? " bellowed ^^tellozzo. 

" Tou are paying too much heed to the FrenchI It Venice 
were but clear ot the Turks the French would not ttmintaln 
themselves this side of the AIpsI " 

" We need look for nothing from tiie Venetians, save tfaelr 
hatred of the French and their dislike of tlie Borgiat " 

" Let us estimate our resources," said Paolo. " I can put 
three thousand men in the fieldl " 

*' I can spare fifteen hundred from Fermo," said Oliverotto. 
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** And I a thousand from Citta dl Castello," said^tellozzo. 

" Only a thousand ? Only fifteen hundred? " cried Bo* 
gUoni, who was keepmg count " Tour corps must have 
shrivelled like blades at grass in the siroccol I should never 
have feared you, Vitellozzo, if I had known your band so 
scanty! " 

" Tou had three thousand at Aiezzo," interposed Giavina. 
" and lost not fifty men in the campaignl " 

« Tou can bring more than a thousand," remonstrated 
PetruccL " Even I will bring that many, though in doing so 
I leave Sienna defenceless 1 " 

" Weill " answered Vitellozzo doggedly, " my strength 
shall equal Oliveiotto's! " 

" Adding a thousand of mine," resumed Bagllonl, " this 
makes a total of ten thousand meni Who can tell bow great 
the Borgia's forces are in Romagna? " 

The speaker addressed this inquiry to Paolo Orsino. 

" The ganisons of Camerino, Urbino, Pesaro, Foili and 
Faenza, taten together, cannot number more than one thou- 
sand men," replied the latter. " Candal£ has a thousand 9t 
Imola. At Kepi there is a corps of fifteen hundred 
men!" 

" We cannot fail, if ve strike swiftly! " said Gravina. 

" Even if a division of tlie French as^ted him! " asserted 
Oliverotto. 

'* Tou have satisfied us that Venice Is not In a condition 
to render us aid," Petmcd addressed himself to fht cardinal. 
" Think yon something may be looked for from Florence? " 

" Tou should best know how to answer fliat questionl " 
replied the cardinal. " Niccolo Machiavelli is the right 
hand of the duke of Romagna! " 

" All we know of Machiavelli, is, — that he is a man of 
doubt," interposed Paolo. " There are two courses open: 
either to watch events, while Guidobaldo tries his strength 
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on Urbino, or to join him in the attack, iriiile the rest of our 
forces push on ImoU." 

" Be it determined by votel " said the cardinaL " Is it 
to he the peril of resistance, or Ha peril of attack? Ton wero 
the first to speak, ^teUozzo. Will you be the first now? '* 

" Fot the extreme course and Aiezzol " answered the lord 
of Citta di CasteUo. 

" A just daiml " bellowed Oliverotto. *' I speak for at- 
tack, — sudden and swift — and the possession of Fermol ** 

" Agreed!" spoke up Gravina. " Tet unlike you both I 
have nothing to askl " 

The words were followed by a pause. Three had spoken 
for attack. Four were yet to declare themselves. One more 
voice for the initiatiTe and they stood committed to an Im- 
mediate strug^ with their arch enemy. 

" Dare you not even confess yourselves afraid, and say — 
No? " cried Oliverotto, scowling about him. 

"r accept the omenl" exclaimed Paolo. "My heart 
speaks for concession! Let us arm and stand together — 
but notbii^ more!" 

" It is the poison of Donna Lucrezia that still rambles in 
his veins," sneered the lord of Fermo. 

" Better the edge, than the bottom of the abyssl" said flu 
cautious Petrucci. 

" Let us arm, but not stri&»l " spoke Ba^oni. 

" Ann and be struck flienl " retorted Gravina. 

All turned toward Cardinal Orsino, whose word was to de- 
cide the action of the confederates. The ecclesiastic ^tauxd 
round the circle of eager faces, and his gaze rested on the 
anxious countenance of Paolo Orsino. For that brief instant 
. the foreboding of the younger man fell on the older. 

Then he rose and said: 

" I cast my lot for attackl '* 

Vitellozzo rose likewise. 
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" Give us another flagon, Paolo, to warm our blood for fbe 
nlgjit's ridel " 

" It should have been offered before. But in councils such 
as these we should beware of the coward courage of the cupl " 
And he left the chamber. 

" I will to Fermo this very nlghtl " said Oliverotto, stretcb- 
iDg his limbs. 

" I shall ride to Citta di Castello without drawing reini " 
exclaimed ^^tellozzo. " It is a sign of age, that I sleep ill in 
in any bed but my ownl " 

A loud, harsh cry of alarm rang from die stairway. 

All recognized the voice of Paolo. 

"Gravinal Vitellozzol " he shouted. "Helpl Qtiickl 
We are betrayedl " 

They made their way to him ere bis words ceased to sound 
along the walls. 

Oliverotto, sword In hand, was first by his side. 

Paolo's face had blanched to the irtiiteness of a corpse. 
His hands clutched the arms of those who gathered about 
him, his frame quivering with alarm, his voice, after the 
first effort, changed to a husky whisper. He motioned to a 
half open door, and Gravina, Vitellozzo and Oliverotto sprang 
to it, the cardinal, Baglioni and Petrucd following at a safe 
distance. 

Gravina threw wide the door of the chamber, to which the 
younger man pointed, and all entered. 

It was the room which had been occupied by the Infirm 
Dominican. 

On the floor lay the servant, Niccolo, dead, a dagger thrust 
tlirough his heart 

" Merciful poweral " exclaimed the cardinal, horror- 
stricken. " What means this? " 

" The monk that lay here abed — ** 

" What of him? " 
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** Has disappeaiedl " 

** After lifitening to every wordi ** 

** He cannot have escapedl We shall find him hidden 
someirtiere in the castlel " 

" Lookl ** exclaimed Gravina. " IHccoIo's teys are gmel ** 

" What bej9 were they? " 

" Opening every gate and door — " 

Paolo smote himself in the face with both liands. 

" Then he must have escaped by the subterranean passage," 
tie groaned. '* It has long been unused. The entrance is 
hidden! It must have been left unguarded! " 

" TTnguardedl " cried Gravina, in amazement. " Oh, Paolo, 
it Is time to die, when we leave our castle gates unguarded! " 

" Nay," said the cardinal " We know not, but that Fabio 
may have stationed a sentry at Its entrance! Arouse tlie 
guards, — scatter your men, — he may yet be tateni " 

Bag^onl and Petrucci exchanged grim looks as the Orsini 
started to rush from the room, but suddenly paused, as If the; 
were facing an apparition. 

For, in the dark frame ci tile door, stood Don Miguel de 
Murviedro, in his hand a letter, which, after his gaze had 
slowly scanned the faces of those present, he presented to 
Paolo Oisino, with the laconic remark: 

" From his highness, the dute of Romagna." 

They stared pale and silent, like criminals, as Paolo cut 
the silken cord, then after quickly scanning the contents of 
the letter, turned to Miguelotto. 

" Where have you left the duke? ** 

There was a silence so intense that each could hear the 
beating of his heart 

A diabolical leer lifted up the Catalan's features. 

" The detachments of Ills tiigtinwcg lie encamped before 
fbc gates of Fanol " 
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CHAPTER II 

THE TIDE OP THE METAURO 

FTBR Migiielotto'B departuie 
the barons stored at each 
other in speechless amaze- 
ment, and Paolo's hand 
shook so violently that the 
Borgia's letter almost fell 
from his grasp. 

"What does be write?" 
growled Oliverotto. 
" Is be threatening as 
with his vengeance? " said Baglloni ironically. 

" In this letter," replied Paolo Ondno, holding up the duke's 
epistle to the gaze of his companions, — " in this letter, writ^ 
ten with his own hand, Cesare assures us, that only by com- 
pulsion has he carried out the orders of the Pontiff; that he 
con see no salvation for the church in carrying hostilities into 
her very patrimony, and tliat, our Interests being Identical, 
and tba alliance with Ferrara as hateful to us as to himself, 
he most earnestly seeks a reconciliation. For this purpose, 
and wiA this end in view he begs us to join our forces with 
his own before the gates of Sinlgaglia, — tliere in the ancient 
castle of the Malatesta to draw up new covenants of mutual 
good faifli, and finally he hints that the envoy of Dute ErcoU 
will not press the suit of Ills master in our absence, and 
that Donna Lucrezia's mind is slowly undeigoing a change, 
since the soldiers of the church occupy Moate Giordano, 
which the dtike guarantees to restme to us, together with 
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all (rf our ondeiit privileges, poesessioiu and those of our 
allies." 

There was a silence, daring which none dared to speak. 
Had the Borgia sent a mortal defiance, he could not have so 
utterly paralyzed his enemies, as with this master stroke of 
Machiavellian statecraft 

" Meet Cesare in Sinigag^? " Cardinal Orsino was the 
first to speak. " Why not here, under this very roof, if his 
words are not a snare? " 

" Wherefore should Cesare Borgia desire to put his peison 
Into our hands? " said Vitellozzo, ahatring his shaggy gray 
beard. 

" Nay, Father \ritelli, let us not ask the wherefore, but 
seize the whenl " said Oliverotto da Fermo. " For my part, 
I say, let us get him among us, then propose the conquest t^ 
Tuscany, and if he refuse, cut his throat and throw him to 
some dog to lick clean for his shroud 1 " 

"Peace, buUdogl Tou are enough to spoil the devices 
of Solomon," growled Vitellozzo, glaring at his ferocious 
confederate. " No, Paolo, nol We agreed that only one 
should dan^ in his nets at a time, and you have devoted 
yourself to that ofllcel " 

" It is true, Vitelli, but do you consider the danger of leav- 
ing your soldiery without a captain, exposed to the effect of tbo 
Borgia's silvery tongue? " 

** His silvery tongue will ung in vain to my rough German 
LanzbwchtsI " sold Oliverotto, lau^jiing hoarsely. 

** Ayl But irtiat say you to his golden one? And the old 
Catalan, though he groan for wasting his dau^ter*s dowry, 
flings it out with both hands in his terror," replied Paolo. 
** Tet Cesare, foreseeing this objection, consents that we 
should quarter our Italian soldiery in the neighboring towns 
and casUes, and keep the camp only^tti ourmercenartes!'* 

" I think he has not fliree hundred lances ^th him beyond 
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oar walls, and I keep the town with a thousand! — Stuely 
bis reason is tottering from the panip we have caused 
himi " 

" Christ's deathl I will not enter any hole that is so smooth 
and open, with so delightful a smell of cheese at the bottom," 
said Vitellozzo, in a determined tone. " I question not, 
this goodly project has its own aims, yet — by the cross of 
GodI I will not venture widiin his clutchesl " 

" Nay then, Paolo, let us be plain widi them," said tlie 
du^te of Gravina impetuously. " What is more dangerous 
to us than this alliance of the Borgia with Ferrara? What 
if some good saint had put it into Cesare's bead that it would 
also cause his ruin, since the old man's dotage would seek 
to maJte his daughter's children the greatest in Italy? Who 
is there among you who knows not that Urbino and Romagna 
touch Ferrara on the mountains? And what were easier in 
the lull <rf these gorgeous bridal festivities, vrtierewltti Al- 
exander flaunts our house, were we ct one mind with Cesaie, 
than to set him on a throne, to hold which would furnish him 
with amusement for the rest of his life, sever him forevw 
from France, from tiie Pontiff, and mate him dependent on 
on us for his support? I say not that this is Cesare's plan, 
— but I say,— what if it were? " 

*' It is the bait of the woman that makes you bite fbe hookl " 
exclaimed Vitellozzo contemptuously. " And the Borgia's 
Spaniards on Monte Giordano! " 

" If you speak of Domia Lucrezla," Paolo turned to the lord 
of Citta di CasteUo, " speak with more respect of the daughter 
of the Sovereign Pontiff and the betrothed of iba Orsino! " 

Vitellozzo brote out into a monstrous laugh. 

" My respect for Alexander's daughter is as boundless as 
your Uludon, that you will tie that magnificent lady's fifth 
husband, in itself matter of great rejoicing! " 

With all his desire to carry his point, Paolo had great diffi- 
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culty in biidUng his vrath at lin nnnuuitled ironr of his 
aUy. 

But with an effort he restrained himself. 

" Cesare does not ask us. to raise a lance in his name, until 
the nuptials have been consummated," exclaimed Paolo who, 
nevertheless, felt an ominous thrill in his heart, wlien \^tel- 
lozzo voiced his own thoughts and feais. 

It was long however before the obstinate misgivings of the 
lord of Citta di Castello could be vanquished. But such was 
the power of Paolo's eloquence, that he prevailed at length 
upon the barons to grant Cesaie the meeting he desired. 
ViteUozzo consented ^th as ^oomy a visage as if he were 
signing his own death-warrant, and Paolo immediately dis- 
patched a messenger to fb» dute of Romagna, accepting liis 
invitation, and declaring their readiness to renew their former 
alliance in the city of Sinigaglia. 

As they parted for the night, Ba^^onl turned to Cardinal 
Orsino. 

" I have a strange misgiving," he said moodily. " May 
Our Lady of Mercies avert the omen. The tide of the M&- 
tauro rolled crimson at sunsetl " 

Soon deep science reigned in the Castle of Fano,broken only 
by the monotonous tread of the sentinels on the ramparts. 
But of those who had pledged themselves to the meeting with 
the Borgia, Paolo OrSino was the only one who closed his eyes 
in slumber, and who was the last to rise at the break of dawn. 
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CHAPTER III 

SINIQAQUA 

ESARE BORGIA'S camp 

was early astir, for ere 

nightfall the forces of the 

dake of Romagna were 

to join those of his former 

enemies before the gates of 

Sinigaglia. The sun had 

hardly risen in cloudless 

heavens wlien Niccolo Ma- 

chiavelU entered the tent 

of the Borgia, who strode up and down in a cuirass of mail so 

light and pliable as not to be visible under the satin doublet 

he wore. Eight persons were in attendance upon him, one 

of whom was Miguelotto. 

" I give you good day, Messer Niccolo^" said Cesaie, with 
a smile. " Perchance I have roused you b^ore the fallow 
deer, albeit they say that the first gleam in the glades startles 
them. Break your fast with me ~ here are figs, grapes, 
bread, Falemian, — mark you, a learned wine I But who 
has forewarned you of a journey, that you are ready and 
equipped for one? " 

" If the person of your grace is to be entrusted to the 
Orsini, the ambassador of Florence no longer has any office 
near It," replied Machlavelli drily. 

" Do you fear a muzzled bear, Niccolo? " said Ihe duke 

thonghtftilly. " Paolo Orsino, strong as he is, will be little 

better between the two stout gentlemen of the Savelli clan, 

329 



Digitized by Google 



THE COURT OF LUCIFER 

dispOMessed br his uncle, Virgimo, of tiwir fief on the Tiber. 
The bull-calf Vitellozzo is unruly, but John of Augsburg 
and I^iilip the Swiss will tame him with a halter he shall not 
easily break. The duke of Gravina is old, therefoic Mon- 
signor d'Enna, thou^ a priest, aided by my master of the 
household, may contrive between them to keep him in order. 
And Oliverotto must call up the ahade of his butchered uncle 
to receive him at the gates of belli " 

Messer Niccolo glanced with an expression of awe on his 
terrible pupiL But to a politidaa so deeply imbued with the 
nuTitna of Italian statecraft, a patriot and a republican, who 
teenly remembered the rarages which the Orsini and fbs 
WteUi had wrought in Tuscany, and their object to restore 
the splendid tyranny of the Medici, the treachery minted 
In the draught marred but littte the sweetness of its flavor. 
Moreover Messer Niccolo felt that no hesitation must be 
permitted him after such a confidence. 

" The Republic will indeed light bonfires to bear such 
good news, instead of the despondent tidings, I thou^t I 
should be obliged to carry home,", he said. " I crave your 
grace's permission to be one of your retinue. Far indeed 
have you surpassed him whom you deign to call your master, 
since even my own imagination cannot devise how you are 
going to destroy these traitors, surrounded by their victorious 
and well-paid mercenaries." 

" Come hither, — to this window, where, during my noon- 
day siesta, I studied and contrived the plan, gazing at the 
statue of Portuna on yonder fountain, and the triumphal 
arch of Caesar Augustus behind it. But befall wbtit may," 
continued the Borgia, his eyes scintillating with the passions 
stirred within his soul, " befall what may, — onwiud lies 
the patbl I cannot retrace my steps, though I should find 
the Metauro rolling flames instead of water. I tell you, 
Hiccolo, all is won or lost to-day, and I would not forfeit 
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my hopes e-nn for a saint's ttalol But toss down a goblet 
and finish your grapes, for we must to horse, ere flw sun is 
high in the heavensl " 

The day was still young when the duke of Romagna, 
attended by Messer Niccolo, rode out of the gates of Fano. 

One of his darkest apprehensions vanished from Messer 
IViccolo's mind, when, reaching the banks of the Metauro, he 
saw the duke's army drawn up in battle array. His surprise 
at its great number betrayed itself in his eager question, by 
what magic he had procured them, when no man suspected 
him of possessing one-third of the force, and even of those 
the greater part was supposed to be blocked in the fortresses 
of Romagna. 

" The fortresses can look to themselves, since we are here 
between them and our enemies/' replied Cesare. 

The passage of the river was immediately commenced, 
ttte infantry crossing by a bridge, the cavalry by a ford, and 
Machiavelli, keeping near the duke, related that it was on 
the banks of this river, now so clear and placid, that Has- 
drubol, ttie brother of Hawiibal, was overthrown and 
perished. 

"Would it still ran crimson with African blood," said 
Cesare, suddenly and fiercely interrupting Machiavelli's 
historical reminiscences, "lliis tranquillity is at discord 
with my soul; but I shall be merrier anon, for the road to 
Sinigaglia is very gjoomy indeedl " 

And so it proved. The remaining tan miles to the fatal 
city wound along the sea shore; barren and melancholy 
stretches, hemmed in by the bases of the mountains. 

The incessant roar of the sea, though then in one of its 
calmer moods, harmonized not ill with the dark meditations 
of the iake, but it had a singular effect in enlivening the 
Borgia. Bis gayety bordered on wildness; he gaUoped 
frequently into the frothy waves, as if to enjoy their turbu- 
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lence, and when his horse stopped to alake its thirst and 
started at the water's bitterness, he lao^^ied aloud and 
declared that henceforth he would coll him Orso. 

It had been agreed that the barons were to resign the city 
of Sinigaglia to Cesaie, quartering their own contingents in 
the villages beyond. But to secure themselves against any 
danger, Oliverotto da Fermo was to occupy a suburb, called II . 
Borgo, which was separated from the dty by tlie river. This 
was crossed by a narrow bridge almost opposite the town 
gates, and a squadron of Cesare's Catalans, duly instructed, 
made a sudden holt on reaching this bridge, wheeled about 
and opened their ranlcs. 

Learning from tliis circumstance the approach of Ibeir 
visitor, the barons, prepared to motmt, rode forth to welcome 
him. Paolo's gayety was much remarked and he was arrayed 
in a very gorgeous suit of moil, with a wbiie plume surmotmt- 
ing his own flame tints. But the qualms of Vitellozzo had 
returned. Ete was dressed with a strange carelessness, with- 
out armor, a cap of green velvet on his head, riding along 
in a dejected droop, but, when he observed the battalions 
hastening across the bridge into SinigagUa, men iriioee visages 
andaccoutrements were allstrange to liim,he again turned rest- 
ive and firmly refused to advance, unless Oliverotto remained 
in ttie Borgo and assembled his German lances to guard 
against any treachery. In vain did Paolo try, even against 
the strange thoughts which arose in his own mind, to convince 
him that tlte peaceful passage of so great a boBt showed 
plainly that no evil could be intended. Vitellozzo remained 
obstinate, and Oliverotto, his pupil, and stron^y attached 
to him, took his old commander's side, so that finally it was 
sgreed to leave tlie lord of Fermo at his post, imtU the hour 
of the banquet. 

Attended by a small troop of horsemen, Uie daks of Gravina, 
ntellozzo and Paolo rode forth. But when they had passed 
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the river and the duke appeared in the distance, the burly 
chieftain trembled as if in an ague and tumed livid with 
fear. 

Pablo, who was watching him uneasily, said with a smile: 

" You feel chilly out of armor, ^^tellozzoI " 

" Even as my brother, — he boie your name, — on the 
day we returned to Florence and the ungrateful butchers 
slau^tered him," said the gaunt chieftain almost inarticn- 
lately, but at that very instant Cesare, discerning their ap- 
proach, whispered a few words to Machiavelli, and spurred 
his horse towards them. 

" I am happy once again, — my paladines are restored to 
mel " he ezclaimed, embracing Paolo, who was the foremost, 
and saluting the two other barons with more restraint, but 
extreme cordiality. " Illustrious Gravinal whom I well may 
call my father, since he is Paolo's, — Vitellozzol — oh, I have 
missed your towering form from my ranksl But where is 
the valiant OUverotto? " 

" Your grace, he is engaged in drawing up our little retinue 
to welcome youl " replied A^tellozzo eagerly. 

" Why, — that is well! " returned the duke, and his eye 
fell on Miguelotto with an expression which the Catalan 
understood as well as any words; and while Cesaie renewed 
his greetings to the barons he rode quieUy away. 

Cesare protracted his inquiries and compllmenls, until 
he thought Miguelotto had time to e^ute his errand; then, 
affecting a great weariness, he requested his hosts, as he cslled 
them, to lead him to bis lodgings in Sinigaejia. 

Meanwhile Miguelotto rode into the open square of the 
Borgo, in which he found Oliverotto forming his troops in 
array. 

" My lord," he said, after a brief, salute, " I am sent to 
request you to dismiss your soldiers to their quarters, for the 
duln feus lest his men, finding them unoccu(^d, might seize 
333 



Digitized by Google 



THE COURT OF LUCIFER 

them, whence there may arise sudden and dangerouB friction, 
for ours are raw and unsldlled recruits. Wherefore I pray 
you, order your Germans to their lodgings, and follow me to 
the dute's presence, who swears he misses you more than he 
rejoices in all he has foimdl " 

This flattering bait and the tranquillity with which Migue- 
lotto disposed of his commission, won the lord at Fermo into 
immediate compliance. The Germans, alarmed at the pros- 
pect of losing ^ir quarters, eagerly obeyed and Oliverotto 
blithely joined the Catalan, to meet the duke. Don Ugo de 
Cordova rode up to him with renewed salutations as he ap- 
proached and between him and the castellan the lord of Fermo 
continued his advance. 

Cesare soon became visible, complacently riding abreast of 
Paolo, and laug^iingly telling him that the two Savelli, vho 
rode behind liim, hoped by their courtesy to win the restora- 
tion of their little fief on the Tiber, at which they also smiled, 
though gjoomy men. The duke of Gravina followed in con- 
descending discourse with Monsignor d'Enna and the major- 
domo; after them came Vltellozzo between two stout Swiss 
captains, who watched him attentively from under their 
fierce bushy brows. But the lord of Castello scarcely noticed 
them, absorbed in a resolution he had formed of inventing 
some excuse not to enter the fortified city of Sinigaglia, as 
soon as he arrived among Oliverotto's troops. 

Vitellozzo's alarm may be imagined, when he saw the 
Borgo completely deserted and beheld Oliverotto dismounting 
to receive the daks. 

" Aht You are furly out <tf your mourning weedsl" 
cried Cesare, smiling at Oliverotto's gay attire. 

", Your grace, this is but an old suit, — indeed it is the same 
which I wore at the banquet at irtiich my uncle so suddenly 
diedl " replied Oliverotto, somewhat confusedly. 

*' I heard be was a good old mani " said Cesare, with sii^ 
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" You all sup frith me to-night in ths Mat- 
atesta palace I " 

" I crave your grace's pardon, I have a strange chill in my 
blood. It is months since I stiired without my armor," 
said A^tellozzo. 

" I have Bontething that will warm up the sluggish tide in 
yonr veins I " laughed the duke. "We accept no excuses. 
Yon all sup with me to-nij^tl Mlguelotto, — l»ing up the 
learl" 

He aet spurs to his horse, seeming scarcely to hear what 
Vitellozzo said, and the doomed procession passed under the 
^oomy Gothic gateway into the fortified town ot Sinigaglia. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE DOOM OP THE BARONS 

I N a dismal chamber of his 
dreary palace in the towa. of 
I Sirig wg liW) dimly lighted and 
securely locked, stood Cesare 
Borgia, and Miguelotto the 
castellan. The former was 
dad m a cuirass so light 
and flexible that it was 
. not visible under the satin 
doublet which he wore. 
** The hour has come, Miguelotto," the duke turned to his 
henchman, " when you must call up the flimsy ghosts of all 
you have sent butchered to hell, to help you lead your victinu 
to tbeir doom." 
Miguelotto stared aghast at this ominous speech. 
" Your grace has but just arrived." 
" I have been here long enough for the destruction of the 
whole human race, were I possessed of the means to that 
end. I practise the mHTimB I preach, crushing him I have 
provoked, striking suddenly and but one blow! " 

Miguelotto glanced with an expression of terror at bis 
terrible master. 

" And has your grace chosen me to be {Kesent at the feast, 
that my ears may tingle with the music? " 

" Tou know, Miguelotto, that I am at times of a sallow 

and melancholy mood and require strange harmonies to 

enliven my dark meditations. Toss down another goblet 
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or two: we must be ready to leceive onr guests with the 
honors due their exalted statlonl " 

" Your grace has bid some to the feast high in the churchi " 

" What (rf it? " 

*' You would not consign them to the same doom as — " 

** As their more woridly brethren, Miguelotto? " the dulra 
replied, with lurid mirth. " Believe me, when they axe laid 
oat side by side, not even your discriminating eye will be 
able to discern chorchman from layman." 

" Bat yoa would not lay hands on a — cardinal — " 
stammered the Catalan, croesing himself repeatedly. 

" And irtiy not? Shall I tear the viper's brood In mine 
own house? They shall perish togetlurl The cardinal's 
turn, thou^, shall come last, that their lay-brethren may 
profit from their godly advice. And now be off, Miguelotto. 
The moon looks too revealingly into our enterprise! The 
feast finished, we shall find you a commission, in tbt execution 
of which you will soon find a balm for yoor over-tender 
conscience I " 

Miguelotto bowed in silence and departedj ttiou^ he 
could not conceal an expression of deep chagrin, which the 
duke did not fail to note, as his penetrating glance followed 
the Catalan's retreating form. Then Cesare Borgia, donning 
his steel cap, left the chamber by another door and the echo 
of his footsteps soon died away in the deep gfloom of the 
corridors. 

The interior of the Gothic chamber in which the banquet was 
spread, presented a gloomily magnificent appearance. The 
walls, which, as the chamber faced an inner court, had no win- 
dows, were covered with heavy crimson tapestries, showing in- 
terwoven designs of a darker hue. Heavy curtains covered 
every exit and the soft i^e of a crimson Persian carpet 
swallowed the footsteps. Bronn candelabra of Byzantine 
design shed a soft aromatic ^ow, which heightened the 
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sultriness of tlie heavy atmosi^iera. Ebavy drinking vessels 
were scattered on the table, which was spread for thirteen 
persons. Everything seemed in readiness for the reception 
of a brilliant company, though the hour at wliich the guests 
were to arrive had not yet tolled. Neither servants nor 
attendants were to be seen. Once, only, the dark sullen face 
of Miguelotto appeared behind tiie curtains opposite Cesare 
Borgia's intended seat, and his eye peered with sinister 
gloom over the festal board, as if to ascertain that nothing 
was omitted which would add to the enjoyment and comfort 
of those irtio were to grace the banquet with their presence. 

The moments passed on, laden with destiny. 

One by one the guests began to aiiive. The gaunt bulk 
of Gian-Vitellozzo towered above the more slender form of 
Paolo Orsino, or the more massive frames of the duke tt 
Gravina, the BagUoni and Oliverotto da f^nno. Cardinal 
Orshio and the Archbishop of Florence were the last to arrive, 
together witti the duke of Ventimiglia, a partisan oi tbt 
Orsini, and Don Ugo de Cordova. 

As he entered the gloomy chamber, and gazed upon the 
solid walls, crimson tapestry, the sombre silken draperies 
wrought ^th elephants and roses, the armorial bearings of 
the Malatesta, to whom the palace had formerly belonged, 
^^tellozzo quailed for the first time in his life. 

" If anyttiing shall befall, Paolo — remember — I resisted 
this invitationi » 

ffis own fears, which he vainly strove to conceal, caused 
Paolo to resent Vitellozzo's croaking. 

" Why not turn bach and wait beneath the shelter ui a 
thousand spears till we bring you a wine cup brimming from 
the feastl " he said impatiendy; then more gently, as though 
seeking by his sympathy to disperse the gloom that had 
settled upon his companion, he added: 

" I too have my sombre hoursi Tet to-night,— when we 
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are to drink bro&erliood, wheo that which I crave most of 
all things on earth, — tbe alliance with Lacrezia, — is about 
to be realized,— to-night I would shake off the tremors and 
be happy I " 

And as he spoke he eyed his companion uneasily, as one 
who believes not in his own words. 

The last to appear was the host of the evening, Cesare 
Borgia, leaning lightly on Ow arm of Niccoto MachiavellL 
The duke's manner had in it something of a wild gayety, as 
he turned to each of his honored guests, expressing his 
satisfaction over their presence, and then requested them 
to be seated. 

" Let us pledge each other in a loving quaff," he ezclaimed, 
addressing his guests collectively. " Li Rondglione I found 
some precious stores hidden away by the greedy monks, 
wherewith I mean to feast understanding palates, though I 
play the niggard ever afterl " 

With diese words he raised his goblet, the guests arising, 
each awaiting the signal £rom the dulra to drain it Cesaie's 
hand seemed to tremble slightly as he raised his goblet 
But, after a momentary hesitation, he set it down again, 
gazing abstractedly at the dark crimson curtain opposite 
his seat through which just then the head of Bfiguelotto 
peered, his eyes fixed upon Cesare for the signal, when he saw 
him raise the goblet and disappeared. The old duke of 
Ventimiglia's eyes had followed those of the Borgia. He had 
seen the head of Miguelotto and his features betrayed such 
sudden alarm that he turned to ashen hues. 

" There are thirteen of usi " he ezclaimed, paiag fearstnick 
from one to the other. 

An expression of disqoletade appeared upon the faces of 
those present 

"Are you superstitious? " Cesare tamed to the baron, again 
raiung his goblet and draining it, butvrithout giving the toast 
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The ofluT guests followed Cesare's ezuaple, dnining 
their goblets and taking their seats. 

At the lower end of the table Vitellozzo and Oliverotto da 
Fenno were eagerly watching every movement of their host, 
far from nharing his mirth and vivacioasness. 

" Tou seem to feel somewhat chilly without your armor, 
Gian Vitelll," said the latter. " Yet I have seen you in 
some bloody field, and you did not tremble like thatl " 

" I feel even now at heart that I would rather face all the 
armies of the Borgia, than to meet Cesare alone this nightl " 

" 'Tis a vain augury, Vitellozzo, — you know I am of a 
somewhat sullen and melancholy mood, — and yet, — to-day 
I feel as though my body had wings and I were dancing on 
air," interposed Paolo Oisino. Then he continued: " Nay — 
look, if yon can discover any tints of the eternal darkness in 
that man's face, — for, by heaven, yours seems to have 
caught the reflection of its leaden tints." 

Vitellozzo started to reply when the voice of tin duke 
silenced his speech. 

" I am happy indeed that our differences have been ad- 
justed, thoo^ we sadly miss the face of one whom we would 
fain count among our friends, the noble Cardinal Juliano 
delle Rovere. But where is our valiant Paolo? Ahl Why 
so far removed from the light of our cotmtenance? " 

Paolo, making no immediate response, the duke's gaze 
wandered round the board till it rested on the old du^te oi 
Gravina, head of the house of OrsinL 

" We welcome you with all our heart," Cesare turned to 
the old baron. " But we miss your son, Fabiol Our invita- 
tion was meant for him as well as for his slrel " 

" I know not if the monks are making a greater fool (tf 

him or of me," the old chieftain replied testUy. " But if I 

had a hundred sons, not one of them should know more 

Latin, than would lure a black spaniel out of a red-hot stove I " 
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" Hal By the nuusi That were veritable dog Latinl " 
laoi^ied ttie dote. " But to leirert to his Eminence, delle 
Revere, 1^0 so obstinately refuses the honors we hold out 
to him: irtiat says our valiant Vltellozzo? " 

" Keep as much faith with him as he keeps with you and 
hang him from yonder tower in life-size," replied ^^tellozzo 
brutally, but with a degree of reassurance. 

" In truth, his stubbornness deserves no better fate, 
thou^ we should apologize to the tower for burdening it 
with so stale a revel," laughed the duke. " But since we 
are so admirably of one mind, let us pledge each other the 
continuance of this, our love and affectioa. May this nig^t 
dear all doubts from our minds for aye and ever! " 

The duke ^anced round the halL 

" Winel Wiasl " he shouted, when suddenly an African 
Moor, an ogre with as deformed a body as malignant a 
countenance, darted into the ctiamber witti a large eartiien 
jug, irtiich he offered, kneeling to the dute. 

" How chances it thou art my cup bearer? " said ibe duke, 
while his guests gazed, cold with terror, on the deformed 
monster witb the maliciously gleaming eyes and unnaturally 
large hands. His guests following the dulre's example, 
the duke arose, his gaze riveted on the crimson curtain with 
an expression sinister enough to freeze the blood of tibose 
about him. At this moment Cesare noticed that Paolo 
started, and following the direction of his gaze he saw that it 
rested on ttie point of a steel boot, which protruded from 
beneath the tapestry. 

There was no time to be lost 

Raising his goblet on high the duke exclaimed: ** Perdi- 
tion to all traitorsl " and tossed the contents high in the air. 
Suddenly the crimson tapestry was torn down by the rush 
of armed men behind, and ere a word was spoken, each of the 
guests had his arms clutched from both sides, while 
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Miguelotto's Catalans suirounded tbe board widi levelled 
speaiB. 

The duke's goblet had crashed to the floor. 

" Ayl PerditiOQ to all traitors, and where are any blacter 
tiuu ye? " Cesare Borgia shouted, with frenzied exultation. 
" Hypocrites and traitors) I have trapped you alll " 

" Did I not tell you, Paolo? " said ^^tellozzo, with the 
calm of utter despair. 

" But it cannot bel It is impossible! Cesare cannot 
carry out his plans without our aid, — besides — he would 
not dare," said Oliverotto, staring incredulously at the dukes 
of Gravina and Ventimiglia, who frantically strove to release 
themselves from the iron grip that was upon them. 

" Then were Cesare Borgia indeed your slavel But I 
must begin to do without your estimable society, much as 
it grieves mel " said the duke, with ironical fierceness. " Nay, 
look not so black, Oliverottol It is only your eirocutioner that 
stands behind youl " 

" Hy lordl Remember that all I have done against you 
was in gratitude for some signal favors from \^teUozzo — " 
stammered Ollverotto. 

" wiainl What gratitude did you show your aged uncle, 
wboa. you brained him at the feast he gave in your honorl 
'Twas ill, you donned the shoes in iriiich you trampled Iiis 
gray hairs) Lead them to prayer, while I take orders with 
the rebellious slaves v^io abet them." 

" Hear mel But one word, duke of Romagna,— nay, you 
shall hear mel " shouted the old duke of Gravina desperately. 
" Condemn me to what shameful death you will, but spare 
flie youth of the boy, whom my blind madness has brought 
to this direful passl Spare him, Borgia, and I will plead 
your pardon even at the bar before which your black treachery 
is about to send mel " 

" It were wise policy indeed to slay the tiger and spare the 
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cub," returned Cesore scornfully. " There is not one among 
you, old or young, but who is a foul traitor, oppressor, ravager 
and assassin, and who shall not die the death of one I " 

" May then my curse overtake you on the highest pinnacle 
of your misbegotten power and damn you below Cain, your 
prototypel "yelled the infuriated nobleman, making a desper- 
ate effort to spring at his betrayer, but the men-at-arms 
locked him too firmly in their grasp. 

" I have slept calmly under a mountain of women's curses, 
and I do not think men's weigh mtich heavierl " replied the 
duke. " Away with themt " 

Each of the doomed men was sternly commanded by his 
captora to walk, when ^Titellozzo turned to the dute. 

" But one request let me make, which concerns my soul, 
not my body," said Uie lord of Citta di Castello, strangely 
subdued and yielding to the supeistitioo which was perhaps 
at the root of bis rebellious temper. " His Holiness has been 
pleased to excommuiticate mel Promise me, Cesare, to 
obtain my pardon and remission — at least io the other 
world I " 

" By Our Ladyl I doubt if he wlU toip.'n you even theni 
Was it not you who prated of stripinng him of his robes? " 
replied Cesare, repeating his absohite: " Away with themi " 

At this Juncture Paolo Orsino mechanically stepped for- 
ward, then looked back at his father with a heartrending 
expression in his eyes. The aged duke had appeared lite one 
petrified during the scene, but this glance restored him to 
consciousness and his natural pride and fierceness. 

" Hellish Boigial Bastard of a priestl Dare you shed 
the blood of the Orsini and ^HteUi?" he shouted, almost 
choked with rage. 

" Content you, old man," — replied tfie duke, " I will not 

shed a drop of your most noble blood; for I irill have you 

stranj^ed lite tte common thieves, marauders and pillageis 
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tiut you are, and have been, doting all the ages yoa vaunted 
yourselves nobles and ^inces of Italyl " 

The reply of the old duke, the abject prayers of Oliverotto 
were soon lost to the ear; but the terrific glance of Paolo 
Orsino at his betrayer, as he left the chamber with his guard, 
long haunted Messer Niccolo's meditations. 

" This is the revenge I promised you at Imola," said 
Cesaie, laughiog in the frantic excess of his triumph. " And 
now, if you have the courage to witness your theories put into 
practice, come with me and behold the doom of the bai^ 
barians in die Boigol " 

Suddenly a yell was heard behind the wall, a trampling of 
feet, a swift struggle and a groan succeeded by deep silence. 

" The parricide of Fermo has gone to face his ancient 
uncle," said the dute calmly. " But listen: some one is 
muttering a distracted Pater Noster. Tb the vdce known 
to you, Niccolo mio? " 

" .^^tellozzol " gasped Machiavelli. 

" HushI Lest he think the fiend is calling, being an 
excommunicated wretchi " said Cesare with a smile. 

There was another direful pause, then a door was opened; 
Miguelotto peered with a significant nod into the chamber and 
instanUy withdrew. 

"Peace to their traitorous soulsl I grudge them not 
thati " said Cesare. " Murderers and oppressors, they have 
deserved death a hundredfold! " 

" Cornel " the duke tuiued to the Florentine ambassador, 
snatching a lamp from the table and leading the way widi 
quick strides to tite door through which the castellan had 
disappeared. It opened into a narrow court surrounded 
by lofty buildings, in which there were several soldiers, 
engaged, by the lig^t of Miguelotto's lamp in stripping the 
bulky carcass of a man. The light, falling on the ghastly 
and distorted visage, revealed the features of ntellozzo, 
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and the means of his death, a cord, knotted in a peculiar 
manner, round his neck. A short distance away there lay 
another corpse, partially thrust into a sack; irttat was visible 
revealed all that remained of die lord of Feimo. The Orsini 
lay dead in the background, over die dead bodies of Baglioni 
and Petrucd. 

Periiaps for the first time in his life Machiavelli blanched 
and turned away. 

The duke of Romagna regarded him with a lurid smile. 

** Are you satisfied with your pupil, Niccolo HachiaveQl? " 
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CHAPTER I 

THB TURNING TIDE 

HILE these events were taUng 
place in Siniga^ia, the stu- 
pendous drama of the Borgia 
was with equal swiftness 
hastening to its tragic close in 
Rome. 

We shift the scene to Castel 

San Augelo, an hour or two 

before midnight. 

The late moon, struggling 

feebly among broken clouds, shed a dim, spectral light over 

tiie mausoleum of the Flavian emperor. Deep silence reigned 

without; no sound broke the stillness save the low sou^iing of 

the wind,or the hoot of an owl from the adjacent ITeronian field. 

A stifling, oppressive pall hovered over the subterranean 

corridors of the emperor's tomb, where one of tlie expiring 

line of Vespadan had dared to oppose to the majesty of the 

Roman Jupiter the dog's snout of the bariUiig Anubis. 

The shrill sound of a bell in a nearby convent shrietod 
dirous^ the ni^t, when a panel door in the secret gallery 
behind the emperor's tomb slowly opened, and, down a 
winding stair, crept a shadow resolving itself Into the pale 
outline of a monk against flw gray stone. With the air of 
one familiar with the spot, he continued his descent into a 
deep vault, which was arched and groined. Its heavy 
columns supported the round tower above and divided tiw 
vaults beneath. 
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For a moment the apptiition paused. Then it travened 
a gallery ending In an arched doorway, upon which Its eyes 
had be(Hi find for some time. 

" Tric-troc — tric-troc — the way is down tbeiel — Now 
for a light," the monk muttered to himself. 

The fame of the tomb as being haunted, made the sentinels 
very shy of entering it even in day- time, and he was conndered 
bold indeed who descended after dark. 

With candle in hand the monk descended sloiriy into the 
gloomy vault It was a large cavern of stone, a very abode 
of darkness, iriiich seemed to swallow up the feeble flickering 
light he carried. The cavern was divided into tliree portions 
separated by colimms. Drops of water tricfeded from the wall 
with a soft tinkling sound like a clepsydra measuring the 
seconds of eternity. The candle burned more dimly in the 
mephitic air of the long shut up passage. The low arches 
seemed to press down upon him, despite the fact that 
the monk was almost bent double as he groped bis way 
along. 

Continuing resolutely upon his way, as one knowing what 
he sou^t and iriiere to find it, he presently stood in front 
of a recess containing an iron door. He regarded It with 
close attention, muttering innumerable " Tiic-trocs " as 
he held aloft the candle, to inspect it closely and to find the 
spring by which it moved. 

The monk seemed to be intimately instructed on every 
point, touching tlie mechanism of t^ia door. He had no 
difficulty in discovering the secret of its workings. A slight 
touch sufficed, when the right place was known. He pressed 
It hard with his hand. With a jarring sound It receded and 
behind it gaped a dark, narrow passage. 

This the monk tr a versed and soon anived at a low 
entrance. 

Monstrous columns of Pyenite, short, thick, and w^d 
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enou^ to sustain the pile itsdf, beavity expanded their 
broad-swelling shafts upon Boclrats variegated with mystic 
figures from the land of the Nile. By the light of his candle 
the monk gained faint ^impses of the dusky interior. Be- 
tween two pillars a sphinx of basalt, crowned with the Pshent, 
bent forward her oblique-eyed face, regarding the intrude 
widi a fixed, mysterious look. BuU-headed idols, impassive 
spectators ci past aoctomal frenzies, peered from remote 
niches, touched by the uncertain light of the flickering taper. 
The great massive stone bead of the emperor seemed to nod, 
and the figures on the giant sarcophagus seemed to assume 
life, and to chase each other merrily round the gigantic burial 
coffer <tf the fomm- master of the world. 

Leaving the entrance to the tomb on his left, the monk 
strode down the gallery, in which weie situated the prisons 
of the Boigla's vlctiins. The passage was exceedingly 
narrow and, as he proceeded, he shaded his light so as not to 
cause any undue alarm among the prisoners, whom the 
radiance might cause to suspect a sudden turn of their affairs, 
and whose cries might raise an alarm. 

Strange sounds brote on the monk's ear, as, inclining his 
head from right to left towards the heavy iron doois, he 
tried to Mattn^iah between the old prisoners and those 
lodged in the dungeons since he last bad made the dismal 
rounds. He heard the shrill sounds of the flute of the 
musician Tomasino. Proceeding some distance, a voice fell 
on bis ear. It came from the prison on his right, like the 
moaning td the wind in a hatmted forest. 

"To die thnsl— starving— without water — without 
bread — mercy — mercy I — " 

The voice died to silence. The monk continued upon bis 

waj. Dungeon after dungeon he passed, inclining his ear 

as he crept along; now and then he raised the light and bis 

Angular black shadow ran across the gray stone of the vaults^ 
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new contractiiig, now enlarging, now breaking ■gainst the 

Suddenly he paused and listened, startled by the tramp 
of approaching feet Moving stealtiiUy along the wall, he 
retreated into a cavemons recess, and, eztinpiishing his 
light, crouched low in the farthest gloom. 

By die flicfars of their torches the monk recognized a 
company of Catalans, dra^ng between ttwm two writhing, 
bleeding creatures, one a youth, tiie otlier a ^1, both coih 
vulsed by the last agonies of death. Tliey made their way 
to the last of the dungeons, the iron gate of which was sni^ 
mounted by sharp spites, long as drawn daggers. At that 
moment an awful cry broke from the lips of the tortured 
youUt. Wresting himself fiercely out <rf the grasp of his 
executioners, he struggled to his feet iriiile fbe blood poured 
from wounds inflicted all over his body, and raising his 
manacled hands aloft, he oied: 

" Mercyl Mercyl Not tor me, — but for her, — my love, 
— my life, — my tenderest little onel What is her crime, 
ye fiends? That she did not break her troth, — that she 
did not submit to the devil, your master? Spare her, — 
spare herl Or if yon will not spare, slay her at oncel But 
cast her not alive into these hideous dens to be devoured by 
the rats — not alive — not alive — " 

His voice broke; a sudden ^eam of light passed over his 
agonized features. Gazing steadfastiy at the |^1, irtioee 
white body lay motionless on the cold stone, a cloud of fair 
hair falling over it like a veil, the youth's eyes seemed to 
strain out of their sockets, when suddenly he gave vent to a 
wild peal of delirious laughter. 

" DeadI Dead! Thanks to the mercifnl God for this one 

gift of grace! DeadI DeadI Sweetheart, they can torture 

you no moiel Ahl Devils, fiends of helll" — and his 

voice pierced the gloomy ardies with terrible resonance, as 
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he saw the Catalans vainly endeavoring, vifii thrusts and 
blows, to rekindle life in the fair stiffening form before them: 
" For once you are baffled 1 Give her to me I I will bury 
her softly away in the darkness, I will — I will — " 

He swayed forward and fell. A shiver ran through his 
limbs, a gasp — and all was over. 

The Catalans gathered rotmd the bodies, uttering fierce 
oaths and cries of dismay. 

" Both dead I " said he in command, in whom the monk 
instantly recognized the Spaniard Brazos, who filled the 
office of castellan in Bliguelotto's absence. " A most fatal 
augury. Ye are too swift and lavish with your weapons! 
The duke will rage, — we must find some fitting excuse. 
Meanwhile the dead are dead — open the gatel *' 

The order was addressed to a gaunt Catalan, who held in 
his hand a bunch of teys. The latter attempted to insert 
one of the teys into a low iron gate on his left, when Brazos 
stopped him. 

" Not this one — we may not disturb the holy friar," he 
said, with a malignant scowl, " The one beyondl " 

Accordingly they unfastened the adjoining one and cast 
in the two corpses without furtlier ceremony. 

" The rats will do the rest," said Brazos brutally. 

Wth this pliilosophical refiection he stepped to the gate, 
iriiich the Catalan had attempted to open, and peered wittiin. 
The profound gloom of the dungeon was unbroken, but the 
Spaniard thought he heard a shuffling sound within. Testing 
the lock and the strength of tlie bars, lie nodded to himself, 
dien ordered his men to leave the vaults, fiaising on high 
their torches and bloody weapons, the Catalans traversed the 
gallery, and, with the last glimmer of light, tlie echo of their 
footsteps died to silence under the low vaulted arclies. 

The monk crept from his hiding place and relighted his 
taper with two flint stones which he carried. 
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" Trtc-troc, — tric-troc — "he muttered. " And iriio 
shall say there is not a special proTldence? Or were those 
brutes but the grim irandering shadows of some, long for- 
gotten crime? Nay — surely I do not dream, — ^ouls and 
demons b<uii out of nightmare sleep do vex my troubled 
spiriti Justice — justice — hush, Fra Bnmo — these stone 
walls hear thee far too loudly. — Torture and death, ordained 
for love — irtio sliall say — irtwre perchance love was foi^ 
bidden? — What is innocence, Fra Bnmo — iriut guilt? 
Tric-troc — tric-troc — will God, repenting of the evil he 
has done, ever be able to compensate us, for all the needless 
anguish of this existence? " 

Creeping along the dismal labyrinth <rf winding arches, he 
held his torch aloft as he went, the better to lighten the dense 
^oom. 

" Han grasps at a floating spar — Ihou wearest the sign 
of eternal test — I seek no glory — humiliated to the vary 
dust of shame — I crave but the blessing of the cross — my 
despised pardon — my vanished peace — " 

lousing before the dungeon which had attracted Braxos' 
special attention, the monk stepped close to the iron bars and 
peered within. Then he whispered a name, once, twice, 
thrice. Something witiiin stirred. It sounded like some 
one moving in his sleep. 

Shading the light of his torch, he placed the same behind an 
abutment of the wall, iriiich converged at this point at ri^t 
angles. The monk then carefully examined the lock of the 
dungeon. To do this he had to raise himself to his full 
height. Groping in his pouch, he then fowluced a monstrons 
iron key, which he fitted to the lock. Satisfied with the 
result, he replaced it, reassumed his crouching attitude and 
continued on his walk. 

The silence was now unbroten save for a huge bat, which, 

attracted by the light of tiie monk's torch, came like an evil 
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spirit out of the darkness and flapped its vings furiously 
against the low vaulting oTerhead. 

" Et libera nos ab omni male," muttered' the monk, as he 
crept along until he reached a black, iroorbound door, fitting 
so tightly in the wall that it seemed hermetically sealed. 

The monk pressed a spring. The panels receded noise- 
lessly and behind their closing wings his ghostly figure van- 
ished in the dense gloom. 

In the passage which he traversed the monk could hear 
the rush of the waters of the Tiber churning rotmd the 
piers of the bridge of San Angelo and the rock foundation of 



" Trie-troc, — tric-troc! " he muttered. " Thou living 
presence of an unf orgotten sin, — a sin most deadly sweet 
and unrepented of ^ Ah I Why dost thou tempt me? 
Must I not meet my death at thy hands? — I must, and more 
than deathi Yet for thy kiss I would risk hell, for one 
embrace of thine brave perditioni Cruel fatel Would we 
might die, heart against heart, never to wake again and 
loathe each otherl Who speaks of the cool sweetness of the 
grave, the quiet ending of all strife, — the deep and sttrless 
rest! These things are not, and never were; for the grave 
gives up its dead, the strife is ever new, the seal is broken and 
tiiere shall be found no oblivion, — ah, God — no oblivionl " 

A shudder ran through his frame, as wrapt in his dismal 
soliloquy he crept along. 

" Thou art accursed, Lucrezia, and I share thy curse 1 
Speak, how shall we cheer each other in the shadow realm 
of fiends? Our music shall be the dropping of lost women's 
tears, the groans of betrayed and tortured men, and the 
light around us shall be the quenchless fire I " 

Entering an unfrequented gallery, and passing a number 
of sentinels, who addressed him with neither inquiry nor 
challenge, regarding him as some fiendish familiar of Cesare's, 
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and professor of tiie black art, ttie monk descended into a 
vault, situated below the tomb, lighted a torch and took a 
deliberate surrey of tiie chamber. Noting a circular excava- 
tion, he made his way to it, and by the flickering li^t of his 
lantern discerned a number of bottles of scarlet crystal, 
finely cut and sealed with rich ulver ornaments. Others of 
Bifflilar shape and color, with the difference that they wera 
sealed with lead and were fewer in number, lay at soma 
distance from the heap. 

Approaching the former, the monk took an instrument 
from his pouch, deliberately wrenched out all the corks, with- 
out In ^ least impairing the fine seals, and muttering 
innumerable " Tric-trocs *' — replaced them with a similar 
number of leaden stoppers. Then nodding to himself, he 
reentered the passage leading to the chamber of Fiamma 
Colonna. 
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CHAPTER II 

THE OATHBRINO TEMPEST 

LTHOUGH it was nearly 
the hour of midnight, Fi- 
amma Colonna was watching 
the spectral moon through 
the high windows, as it 
flickered among the drifting 
clouds. 

Would this fearful sus- 
pense never end? How 
much longer must she wait 
for the hour that perchance would never toll? Through 
years of suffering, of madness, which had seemed like aeo&Si 
she had nursed her vengeance, she had nursed her hopes. 
Time upon time the tyrant had been in her power; she might 
have slain her tormentor in the midst of his odious caresses; 
she might have bribed Miguelotto to the deed: one hint, and 
the Catalan would as relentlessly butcher the duke, as the 
duke would consign him to his doom, if it suited his purpose. 
Tet not thus would Fiamma Colonna avenge the murder 
of (he youth she had loved best on earth, Francesco, duke 
of Gandia. To wait till Cesare had reached the top of the 
ladder, had seemingly realized his mad ambition, till every 
obstacle to his greatness seemed swept away, — then, in the 
midst of this frenzied delirium of triumph to strite him down — 
this was the aim she had set herself; for that she had waited 
and suffered, watched and dissimulated, feigned a jealousy 
foreign to her heart, and led the duke to believe that the 
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memory of that fatal fourtoeoth day of June was obliterated 
from her mind, that she had otTtx loved any one but him, 
the red-handed assassin. 

And nowshe was not even informed of the Boq;ia'fi haunts; 
she trembled lest one mad with a grievance akin to her own 
might anticipate what was to her the sole purpose <rf her 
life. 

When would the hour toll, witen would tiie time come, 
the time so fervently prayed for? 

How slowly crept the moments, how slowly sailed the 
waning mooni And she must wait, — waltt She dared not 
arouse the dute's suspidonsl She must bridle her ravening 
impatlencel For if that one stroke failed, the stroke wilfa 
which for so many years she had soothed her hope, she must 
meet Francesco's accusing shadow in the spheres of darkness* 
and her life, her sacrifice would have been in vain! 

At the thou^t Fiamma shuddered as one with a chilL 
So inextricably was she entangled in the black net of misery, 
shame and despair, from which no power on earth seemed 
able to save her, that she wrung her hands till the blood 
seemed ready to burst through the tips of her slender 
fingers. 

The hoar wss at hand when her strange visitor would come, 
when from his lips she would learn her hopes, her doom. 
Where did he tarry? "Ba was later than usuaL If a mishap 
should have befallen html She dared not think out the 
thought Fate could not be so cmell "Ha must come; he 
must bring her ttioee tidings upon which depended her own 
destiny now and hereafter. 

Wth ravening impatience Fiamma stared at the fSOMX 
thou^ which the monk was wont to mate his entrance. 
]&r dark raven hair fell in thick masses over her neck and 
shoulders. She wore a robe of soft crimson texture which 
gave to her beauty something alluring and bewildering. 
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Her white aims were thrown back over her head, which she 
raised now and then as if listening for approaching foot- 
stops. 

It was oppressively stQl and Fiamma's heart beat lite the 
swift strote of a hammer, as it sent the blood ttirobbing 
tiirongh her temples with a rush that almost overpowered 
her. 

How terrible was this nocturnal silence I How awful this 
noctnmal solitudel Down those thick fotmdations no sound 
penetrated to break the terrible monotony, save the dull 
solemn voice of the bell, stribdng the midnight hour. 

A deep sigh rose frcAn her lips, as her mind nnroUed wltii 
remarkable clarity the happy stones and festas of her child- 
hood. She saw herself in the great palace of the Colonna, 
with its royal suite of rooms, her own apartments with all 
their delicate furnishings and girlish treasures, the troop of 
(Ad devoted servants who had waited upon her with un- 
bounded affection. She saw her father, old grim, yet kind 
Stephen Colonna; she was once again by his side at High 
Mass in Sante Maria Maggiore, with ita huge, dim Gothic 
interior. Scenes followed of older years; various offers of 
alliance from the proudest families of Rome, all of which she 
declined owing to her love for the Pope's golden haired 
dariing, Fi«ncesco Borgia, duke of Gandia. Long had she 
waited for tba return of her ideal of manhood — but beside 
him, unseen, walked the grim spectre of Death. 

This poignant realization brought her a harrowing of the 
soul so intense tliat it seemed unbearable. Evil had tri- 
umphed, and she had chained her life to a devil, who would 
plunge the whole world into misery and perdition, if his 
nefarious career came not to some abrupt close. 

Sleep was commencing to steid over her at last, when she 

heard a faint noise behind the tapestry which concealed 

the hollow pillar with the spiral stairway. Groping foot- 
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steps came neareri and guided b7 the li^t of his Untem tibe 
friar cDteredt and noiselessly the door dosed behind 
him. 

Fiamma Colonna raised herself from her reclining podtiont 
and stared at lier belated visitor. 

" I thought you had gone forever," she said, a shade of 
reproach in her voice. 

" I coold not come last night," he replied. " They seemed 
to be guarding the secret passage." 

" What has happened? " she queried breathlessly. 

** Some new prisoners have arrived — " 

" And Cesare — " 

" Semper AugustusI " came the enigmatic reply. 

Her head sank. 

" I can endure it no longer, — there must be an end of it 
alt — there must be an endl " 

The monk extinguished his light, requesting Fiamma to 
shade her lamp, so as to cause her chamber to appear in 
daitaess. Then he seated himself opposite the woman. 

" Last night," she said, " I dreamed I saw him, — as on 
that day in May so many years ago, In the flush of his youth, 
his courage, his stiengtti. He seemed to regard me sadly, 
reproachfully, as if to say: * Why have you tarried so 
long — why have you tarried so long?' Ah, I have tarried — 
psst forgiveness — past his forgivenessi I should have 
ended all long ago I But I waited and I waited — I continue 
to wait, till my brain will burst in its anguish, and who will 
say that perchance the sacrifice has not been in vain? Can 
you grasp the words: — in vaini " 

The monk listened calmly to this ou&urst of Hamma's 
despair; then he said: 

" We stand on the eve of great eventsl Within a fort- 
night Cesare will return to Rome. He will have vanquished 
his foes. He will turn his attention from those without to 
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those within. Intoxicated witti his tilumphi he will stop at 
nothingi Even the Pontiff is but existing by his gracel " 

Fiamma stared wildly at tiie speaker. 

" I know what you mean to say, — my own days, — my 
own life, — and its purpose unaccomplished — " 

The friar shook his bead. 

" You have not waited in vain, daughter of Stephen 
Colonna. On that, which is about to happen, I have buUt 
my plans." 

" Who can be sure of irtiat the future hour will bring? " 
Fiamma queried, with reviving interest 

" There is a thread in a man's life he has to follow, — his 
destiny — " replied the friar. 

" And irtiat is my own share in the great work? " said 
Fiamma, bending eagerly forward. " I almost believe in 
that inflexible unbending force you call Fate, since it has 
restored to me those tokens ef my Francesco's love which 
my eyes never expected to behold againl " 

And she pressed her hands to her bosom, against which 
rested the letters Alfonso had found and lost, and in quest of 
wliich he had almost lost his lite. 

The friar nodded. 

" We have no time to lose, but must prepare the blow ttiat 
is to strike Cesare from the pinnacle of his power. To ttiat 
end a great sacrifice is required of you, daughter of the 
Colonna. It is known to you how eagerly the Pontiff now 
desires tiie alliance witii Ferrara, while Cesare is moving 
heaven and earth to frustrate Alexander's plans. Our first 
effort therefore must be directed to the consummation 
of the alliance before Cesare's mtumi " 

" And wherein am I, the Colonna, the leman of Cesare, to 
aid in this glorious work? " 

The monk raised his hand. 

" The Hospitaller, whom we both know, is an envoy from 
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Fttirara, — a secret envoy, ~ sent to Rome for the purpose 
of collecting such evidence of Lucrezia's guilt as to give just 
cause to his masters for rejecting Alexander's overtuiesi " 

Fiamma Colonna nodded. 

" Ever since he has been in Rome he has been collecting 
evidence," the monk continued, after a pause. " And 
Cesare, of his own accord, has assisted him wondrously — in 
his own way. But now he holds no tangible proof, since in 
your chamber he parted with the letters which lie concealed 
near your heart." 

" Francesco's avowals of love beyond the grave — the 
letter I sent to him iriiich caused his deatli, — I do not 
understand, — I do not understand," she said with a sense 
of bewilderment 

" In his meanderinj^ through Rome the Hospitaller, with 
the scent of one determined to succeed at all hazards, 
Bcrutinized someirtiat too closely the walls of Santa Maria In 
Trastevere. The result is known to you. But, being of a 
speculative turn of mind, the envoy would vouch on the holy 
sacrament that those letters were exchanged between Lucrezia 
and Cesare, and to regain them, to lay before his lords in 
Ferrara, he would part with his eternal salvation. And so 
frantic was his desire that, without light or guide, he ven- 
tured into the secret passage under the Vatican. By some 
chance I found him stretched senseless in a dungeon, whither 
Miguelotto's courtesy had conveyed him, after he had struck 
him down in the dark, thus satisfying a certain grudge. I 
conveyed him back to his own chamber in the Vatican, 
enjoining upon him the strictest silence as the only means to 
save his life. But he continues to rave about the loss of the 
letters, the possession of which would cause him to leave 
Rome at once I " 

The friar paused and there was a silence. 

" What is to be done? " asked Fiamma, Roomily. 
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<* Yott must seek out Lucrezia and tell her alll " replied the 
monk. 

Fiamma Colonna covered her face with her hands. 

" And reveal to her all you know of Cesare's plans.** 

She looked up at the friar in mute wonder. 

" But I do not understand — " 

" The dute has a surprise in store for the Romans. It has 
been reported to him that a certain magus, for iriiose appre- 
hension a great reward has been ofiered and for iriiose person 
a long and fruitless search has been made in bis citadels, has 
suddenly appeared in Castel San Angelo." 

** In Castel San Angelo? " Fiamma exclaimed with a start 

The monk nodded. 

" We are living in an age of wonders. The magus is even 
now in the castle. With my own eyes did I behold him enter 
the imperial tomb,mumblingstrangeincantationsattdmaking 
many weird gestures as he crept along the gloomy conidois." 

" But how is this strange magus to aid us in our work? " 
exclaimed Fiamma, her dormant interest quickly aroused. 

" By compelling the dvke to confess his crimes before 
such listeners as shall be present at their meeting — " 

" Who will risk his life in entering the duke's stronghold, 
even for such a recompense? " said Elamma, incredulously. 

" Upon learning that his former tutor in the black arts is 
in Rome, Cesare will return with all speed. Be is strangely 
haunted by an ailment of some years' standing which requires 
an extraordinary cure. They will not meet in this castle but 
in the catacombs, as I learned from the strange magus him- 
self. Hold yourself in readiness to-morrow at sunset. In 
the disguise of a monk you will await the Hospitaller at the 
gate of San Sebastian. Tou will conduct him into the cata- 
combs. The spot is familiar to you. Then you shall behold 
as many miracles as there were plagues la Egypt." 

The monk paused, and laughed a soundless laugh. 
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" And then? " Fiamma said, after a pause. " Why not 
reveal the monster to th« Pontiff, as it has been in mj heart 
to do so many times? " 

The monk shook his head. 

" To accuse Cesare in his absence would defeat its own 
ends, and strengthen him wlfli the ever wavering Pontiff. 
Nay — I have another plan irtiich I will impart to you. 
Vengeance shall be youis, untQ you shaU yourself cry — 
enou|^ Bide but the time, — bide but the timel " 

" But how? How? My heart is eating itself out and I 
feel my strength waningi Eight years of lies and deceptions 
condensed into one supreme moment of vengeance on a 
monster the like of which lived not since Cain, — tell me but 
how, — how? — That I may lure my heart to rest, and 
train my soul to patiencel " 

" Tou ask me how? " said the monk, with fearful mirth. 
" And I ask you: am I not tiie miracle worker of tiie dulre of 
Romagna? Am I not inspired and prophesy great events? 
And must not these events come to pass, else Fra Bruno 
were a mere lying impostor of the fiend and not prophet by 
special dispensation to his grace, the duke of Romagna? 
Patience, Fiamma, — patiencel The hour of vengeance Is 
nearer than you deemi " 

The monk rose with these words, lighted his lantern, 
covered his face with his featureless cowl and made a fan- 
tastic bend. After having enjoined Fiamma to hold herself 
in readiness on the following mgiit, to accompany him to the 
Vatican, the friar pressed the spring in the secret panel and 
noiselessly it closed behind his retreating form. 

The dawn was breaking beliind the Alban hills, ere Fianmui 
Colonna's eyes closed in sliunber. And among the dream 
phantoms which hoverftd round her pillow was that of the 
youth she bad loved, and vbosc death to avenge she had 
submitted herself to his crimson assassin. 
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THE PAB8AOB OP THE TOHBB 

N recovering £rom the stuiH 
aing effect of the blow he 
had received, Alfonso found 
himself stretched on tlie floor 
of a gloomy vault or dungeon, 
for such he judged it to be. 
At first he thought he must be 
dreaming and tried to sbakt 
off the terrible nightmare by 
which he had supposed himself 
oppressed. But a moment's reflection undeceived him, 
and, starting to his feet, he endeavored to explore the 
cell in wtiich he was confined. A heavy chain which 
bound his leg to the floor prevented him from moving more 
than a few paces, and, convinced that escape was impos- 
sible, he sank to the ground in despair. 

After a time Alfonso endeavored to tax his brain as to 
what had actually happened. This naturally directed bis 
thoughts to his projected interview with the Colonna, and 
with this memory came the memory of the letters, in quest of 
which he had been ambushed. 

The consciousness of knowing himself in the power of bo 
remorseless and unscrupulous an enemy as the Borgia added 
little to his hope and comfort. In vain did he strain his 
limbs and lacerate his liands in the effort to break his bonds. 
Adding bodily torture to mental suffering, he sank once more 
exhausted on the floor. 
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To tills pass then his madness had brou^t him! 

Se was in the stroughold of the Borgia, uncertain what 
doom he was to be consigned to. Was he lite the rest of 
Cesaze's victims to be condemned to life-long captivity in a 
cell, forever deprived of the light of day, was he to be des- 
patched to tiie dark shores, tiie gvtes of which had opened 
for so many others? 

At this stage of his ruminations his thou^ts reverted to 
Lucrezia's infinite charms and loveliness. Had they dis- 
covered his absence from his chamber? Had they started 
in search of him? He imagined he could hear Bembo's 
lamentations, as he expanded on his predictions, — bnt 
Lucrezia — how would she bear it? 

With great bitterness Alfonso direlled on the thought that 
in all probability he had hopelessly lost her. Perhaps she 
was even now revelling in the Orsino's embrace, and the 
scene he had witnessed was but a ruse of Cesare's to quickly 
effect an alliance odious to the Pontiff and to complete the 
rupture with Ferraia. 

What would be the outcome of it alt? 

He had disappeared from the sphere of the li^ng. No 
one had seen him, no one knew his fate. Though everything 
pointed to the Bor^, who would dare accuse them openly? 
Who would dare to pick up the gauntlet for the lost heir of 
Ferrara? Many as noble had perished in these dungeons, — 
Cathaiina Sforza Riario, Astorre Manfredi, Guide of Monte- 
feltre and others, whose mysterious fate had been whispered 
about for a time, then forgotten. 

Could he but get some word to the world above these 
tombsl The thought itself was madness. On hands and 
feet he groped about, like some caged animal, pacing to and 
fro within the narrow limits of its cave, in the vain and 
hopeless endeavor to discover some means of communication 
with the outer world. But the massive bars and stones 
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mocked his efForts to scorn, and he at last abandoned the 
attempt and resigned himself to his fate. 

By this time, having become habituated to the gloom of 
the place, he fancied he could make out that it was an arched 
cell, a few feet in width and of corresponding height. Light 
tliere was none, and the air was murky and foul as in a 
sepulchre. 

In order to convince liimself of the correctness of his 
suimise, Alfonso touched the walls to try if he could find any 
of those melancholy memorials which their former unfortunate 
inmates delighted in bequeathing to their successors, and 
which might serve as a clue to his particular place of confine- 
ment 

But nothing save the smooth surface of the stone met his 
touch. This circumstance, however, and the peculiar shape 
of the cell, induced him to believe that it might he at no 
great distance from the emperor's tomb, as he had heard of 
a range of subterranean dungeons in that quarter. 

The cell in which he was confined was part of a series of 
such dreadful receptacles, contrived in the thickness of the 
stone. They were appropriated to those prisoners who were 
doomed to confinement for life. 

Horrible recollections then flashed on Alfonso's mind of 
the dreadful sufferings of those Immured in these dungeons, 
how some were tortured, some destroyed by expeditious 
means, others by the more Ungering process of starvation. 
As the latter idea crossed him he involuntarily stretched out 
his hand to ascertain if any provisions had been left him. 
But he groped in vain. 

The blood froze in his veins as he thought of dying thus, 
and he was only prevented from crying out, to moke his 
miserable plight known to the occupants of the adjoining cells, 
by the conviction of its utter futility. But this feeling passed 
away and was succeeded by a calmer and more consoling mood. 
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While in this frame of mind, nature asserted her sway, and 

Alfonso drifted te sleep. 

How long he had thus remained in a state of happy tmcMi- 
sdousness, be did not know, when he was awakened by a 
loud and piercing scream. Raising himself on liis elbows he 
listened intently. The scream was presently repeated in a 
tone 80 shrill and unearthly that it filled Iiim wil^ apprehen- 
sions of a new kind. For a third time the outcry rang through 
the galleries of the emperor's tomb, and, while he was debating 
to himself whether he should reply to it, he thought be beheld 
a shadow glide past his dungeon. It paused for a moment, 
and Alfonso, summoning up his courage, approached die 
bars and addressed it. No answer was returned, and when 
he peered throu^ the gloom again, it was gone. Whether 
it had been a hallucination of his senses, or reality, he could 
not say. And striving te banish the terrible reflections, which 
again obtruded themselves upon him, lie leaned his head 
against the cold stone and moaned aloud. 

Silence supervened; slowly hour after hour crept by. 

Alfonso had closed his eyes, but he could not sleep. Ma 
was parched; his tongue clove to the roof of his moafli. 
He felt an ague in his limbs and the dampness of the vaolt 
seemed to permeate his whole body. Every ejerHon now 
seemed to pain him intensely, and in the double agony of 
the mind and the body he raised himself once more and 
shouted with all his might. 

His voice died away in mocking echoes which reverberated 
from gallery to gallery, but to his unspeakable dismay he 
heard a sound by his side, very close, resembling that made 
by rats when they emerge from their concealment, to start 
for their ghastly feaste. Half mad witb terror, he placed 
himself in a attitude of defense, when a stone in the floor of 
the cell slowly revolved. A faint Il^t permeated the interior, 
produced by a lantern, which he, who came from below. 
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could shade at will, aad a oiost fantutic apparition it was 
that met Alfonso's bewildered gaze. 

" Tiio-trocI Tric-trocI " muttered tiie misshapen being, 
irtiich emerged from the darkness below, a figure almost 
bent double, with a featureless mask over his face. 

Alfonso's frenzy had reached a stage where he would have 
welcomed Beelzebub himself, rather than remain longer 
shut up In the sepulchral gloom of his prison, and it needed not 
the apparition's mute appeal to silence to restrain him from 
betraying either fear or surprise. 

After having shaded his lantern in a manner that the cell 
remained in complete darkness, while the object of the 
visitor's search was revealed to him, the monk produced 
from his pouch a quaintly shaped key, which he oaed in 
unlocking the chains that fettered Alfonso's limbs to the 
wall of the dungeon. The latter stared apathetically at his 
rescuer, without uttering a word or inquiring into the mean- 
ing of it all. He heard the chain drop to the ground, lie felt 
his arm clutched, he saw the uncanny being raise his lantern 
and beckon to him to follow him. 

Raising the trap door of stone, which he had replaced after 
entering the dungeon, he beckoned to Alfonso to precede 
bim, throvring the light of his lantern down a long spiral 
stairway. Alfonso silently obeyed. The other followed 
with the lantern, after having carefullp closed the revolving 
trap door, and together they threaded a long, narrow passage, 
built in the thickness of the wall, and presently arrived at a 
fli^t of stairs, which brought them to a long corridor arched 
and paved with stones. 

A few minutes later Alfonso found himself staggering 
through the well-known galleries of the Tor di Borgia, leading 
to the chambers of the Prince of Salemo. 

It was then for the first time he tried to speak, but an 
emphatic gesture of the monk cut short die attempt 
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" It was Cesare's inteation that you should perish daring 
his absence, thus removing from himself even a breath of 
suspicion," said the monk. 

Alfonso's body was racked by a convulsive shudder. It 
seemed to him that nothing short of divine interposition could 
have averted the terrible fate in store for him. ' 

" How long was I confined in the dungeon? " he queried, 
dizzy and weak for want of food. 

" It is three days since you entered the forbidden passage t " 

" Three days! " Alfonso echoed aghast. 

The monk nodded. 

" Three days have elapsed since Cesaie departed from 
Rome. — Your absence from the Vatican has caused the 
greatest constematioa in the sacred palace. Bembo is 
beside himself and the Pontiff has ordered every nook and 
comer of Rome to be searched. Even while we speak fisher- 
man are dragging their nets in the muddy waters ot the 
Tiber for your dead body and their rewardi " 

" And the Oisino — Donna Lucrezia — " stammered 
Alfonso. 

The friar shrugged his shoulders. 

" The Oisini left Rome on the day you entered the passage. 
As for Donna Lucrezia, it is not given to my poor eyes to 
peer behind doors locked and barred. Perchance she is 
even now muttering as Ave for your departed sout As for 
your future course," the monk continued, changing his tone 
to one of command, " if you value your life, reveal not 
whence you came, nor where you have been. Answer no 
questions, feign ignorance, indifference, — thus will they 
place the blame on the delirium of the fever. Beware of 
Bembo, fbe babbler. Conclude your business and depart 
from Rome with all speed. Despise Fra Bruno's warning 
and take the consequences I" 

Alfonso nodded gloomily. 
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" But I may not| will not leave Rome without having ac- 
complished the whole object of this accursed journey. In the 
chamber of the Colonna my evil star caused me to lose some 
letters which I value more highly than the crown of Est£ and 
Ferrara. To recover these I am resolved to brave the demons 
of the underworld for the third timel " 

Fra Bruno regarded the speaker strangely. 

" Madman — you know not what you sayl The letters 
which you found in the convent of Santa Maria are the 
property of the Colonna, to whom a strange fate, whose 
unwitting instrument you were, has miraculously returned 
them." 

Alfonso stared at the friar as if the latter spoke to him in 
some foreign tongue. 

" Francesco Gandla and Fiamma Colonna loved — the 
duke's rival was the cardinal — you know the restl " said 
the friar laconically. 

Alfonso's hand went to his head. He closed his eyes, as 
if the sudden Intelligence blinded him, and he would have 
fallen had not the friar supported him. 

Then he broke into a loud laugh, which caused the friar 
to look about with apprehension lest the sound would arouse 
the guards in the adjoining galleries. 

"Well done, friarl That was the devil's masterpiecel" 
Alfonso exclaimed, with deepest mirth. " Francesco Gandia 
and the Colonna ~ friarl The NeapoUtan epigrammatists 
are pigmies compared to your ingenuityl " 

Fra Bruno regarded the Hospitaller with a strange look. 

" I am neither the Borgia's advocate nor the Colonna's 
champion," he said, with slow emphasis. " As for Sannoz- 
aro and the lying Neapolitans, — the odor of the gibbet 
is like vinegar, stirring up strange excrescences, and it seems 
fated that a Lucrezia idioold always distract our Roman 
bndnsi" 
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" There was a time irtien mankind walked to hell — now 
they run I Friar, you have a long account with Purgatory I " 
replied Alfonso, waving his hand at his companion in token 
of dismissal. " Nevertheless I must have those letters, — 
even if you insist that the Coionna has a prior claiml 
The Colonnal Cesare's paramourl Friar, yon have saved 
my life; — do not destroy the gratitude I owe you by raiang 
in my heart a doubt of your purpose! " 

" Listen then," the friar replied sternly. " Since your 
heart is set on the matter — since nothing short of a miracle 
would cause you to swerve from your determination! At 
the full of the moon at sundown someone will await you 
at the gate of Sen Sebastian, who will satisfy you on all 
points I" 

Without waiting Alfonso's rej^y, the firiar receded into 
the gloom of the passage, and was soon lost to sight. Alfonso, 
staggering into his chamber, fell exhausted upon his couch, 
and was soon wrapt in a deep dreamless sleep. 

After having safely conveyed the Hospitaller to the Vati- 
can, the monk returned to the passage he had recenUy 
traversed, explored every avenue afresh, reopened every 
secret door, and, after spending several hours in a fruitless 
search, suddenly stumbled over something that caiised him 
to mutter many *' Trio-trocs " in quick succession. 

In a gallery from which he was about to emerge, there lay 
the body of an old woman who appeared to have just died. 
Her features were drawn, yellow as parchment. She seemed 
to have died from starvation. The monk raised his lantern, 
and, bending over her, examined the corpse more narrowly, 
to ascertain if it bore any marks of violence. While doing 
80, a gleam <rf lig^t from his lantern revealed a snudl blue 
crystal flask, clutched, like a precious reUc, in her lifeless 
fingers. The monk, setting down the light, extracted it 
from the grasp ct the dead woman. Holding the crystal to 
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fte light he perceived an inscription on the flask. For a 
few moments he examined it closelr through his featureless 
mash. 

" The antidotel " he muttered exultantly, as he placed it 
in Ids pouch. "Another miracle — more miradesl " he 
continued as he opened the door of a small recess, from 
wliich he took a mattock and spade. With these implements 
he repaired to the suhterranean vaults, where lie commenced 
digging a grave. After laboring hard for an hour he attained 
a suflScient depth for his purpose, and, taking the lantern, 
he ascended to the small chamber. Ralsiiig the corpse in 
his arms he returned to the vault. After pladng the body 
in the grave he took the bltte crystal, placed it beside the 
corpse, and began to shovel in the mould, heaping the earth 
over it and flattening the mass with repeated blows of the 
spade. The vault restored to its original appearance, the 
monk returned the implements he had used and vanished 
down a dusky gallery. 
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CHAPTER IV 

THB CATACOMBS OF SAN SEBASTIAN 

FTER having satisfied the 
anxiety of Bembo and the 
Pontiff by his sudden return 
to his chambers in the 
Vatican, Alfonso, foUowing 
the advice of Fra Bnino, 
feigned utter ignorance and 
indifference as to where he 
had spent the time since his 
disappearance. This course of 
action relieved him from the necessity of continuing the 
target of Bembo's irrepressible curiosity. But to his 
unspeakable chagrin Alfonso found himself set upon by three 
hooded disciples of Aesculapius, who entered his chamber at 
the precise moment when he bad silenced the canon's croak- 
ing, who spote of murder and bloodshed as familiarly as if 
it had been the trade of his kith and kin. These three wise 
men discouised very learnedly on Alfonso's prestunable state 
of mind, cited Harpocrates, Aristotle and many eminent 
authorities of the Moorish and Cabalistical schools, touching 
incidentally upon analogous cases from the time of the 
Babylonish king, who went forth to feed on herbs, to the 
wolf of Dante, irtio, after each repast, was hungrier than 
before, and at last departed with many mysterious nods and 
grunts, leaving it for Alfonso to guess the result of their 
consultation. 

Alfonso spent the succeeding days in solitude. His 
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guarded inquiries witli regard to Lucrezia had elicited ibo 
vague information that since his disappearance she liad locked 
herself in her chamber, denying admission to all, save the 
Pontiff. The movements of Cesare and the fates of the 
Orsitti and their confederates were shrouded in complete 
darkness, although it was whispered that Cesare, in obedi- 
ence to the PontifF's ordeis, was preparing tte siege of 
Bologna. 

Vfitii ravening impatjence Alfonso awaited the day <^ 
the full moon, which was to decide his fate. So firmly was 
the ultimate result of the adventure fixed in his mind, that, 
when it came, he ordered Bembo to complete all airangements 
for their speedy departure. 

And so overjoyed was Bembo at this conmiand, so long 
and fervently prayed for, that forthwith he collected their 
belongings, nor did he fail to give utterance to his satisfao- 
tion at his lord's determination to quit the crimson city of 
the Borgia, and to return to Ferrara in a state of single 
blessedness. 

The day was already advanced when Alfonso hastened 
with all speed to the place of appointment, and at the gate 
of San Sebastian he encountered a person whom, though 
closely enveloped in the cowl and weeds of a monk, he knew 
by a signal to be Fiamma. They passed in silence through 
the gate, and, leaving the well-remembered Egerian Valley 
to the left, proceeded quickly over the plain. The antique 
ba^ca ci San Sebastian soon hove in sight, whence the 
remote swell of anthems was fitfiiUy audible with the changes 
<rf the wind. But instead of entering the catacombs in the 
usual manner through the church, Fiamma turned off over 
a wild, irregular heath, diversified by deep hollows and tall 
clumps of bramble and juniper bushes. Descending one 
(tf these little dells which seemed excavated at some remote 
period in the sandy soil, they arrived at, what appeared to be, 
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a series of grottoes hewn in the rock, half choted with weeds 
and fallen fragments. 

Into one of these Fiamma ^ded with the easy movement 
of a serpent accustomed to its windmgs, but Alfonso Invol- 
untaiily hesitated. The tales he had heard of the extent 
and intricacy of the catacombs and of the dangerous charac- 
ters who inhabited them, forcibly occurred to him. But while 
he paused, the clink of two flints was audible and by the 
accompanying flash he saw that Fiamma was on her knees, 
blowing some dry leaves into flame and lighting a torch. 
Ashamed of his feais and reanimated by the memories that 
rushed upon himi he slowly advanced into the grotto. Then, 
at Flanuna's behest, he drove a sharp pointed stake irith 
which she had furnished him firmly into a cleft of the sand- 
stone. To a circular groove in the neck of the stake she now 
fastened the end of a ball of tvri&ted silk, with such care as 
to prove that she considered it a matter of great importance. 
F iflimnii then placed the ball in his hand, and, takkig the 
torch, she said with a melancholy smile: 

" And now — how beats your heart? Dare you follow 
me? " 

Alfonso paused, a sudden suspicion flashing through his 

" And you have ventured here alone — into this abode of 
death? " he replied evasively. 

" I am the queen of a sepulchre," replied the Colonna. 
" But I have means of escape unknown to my jailers. 
Perhaps my blood in your eyes has lost all its woman tints: 
but I too have a mission to fulfil, — of vengeance, of 
restitution! " 

Alfonso nodded gloomily. 

" AH I desire is the truth! " 

" Then you are still in the mood to acquire for your lords 
the proofs to gain which it is affirmed you came to Rome? " 
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" Such Is my desire." 

" None but tiie dead can reveal the full horror of the 
Borgia's misdeeds," replied Fiamma. " I often wonder that 
I live, — but the murderous Catalan has a religion of his own, 
and while he whets his knife for my throat he wouid have me 
do what I may to save my soul. Have you the courage 
to leant the truth even from a denizen of the dark be- 
yond? " 

" Even from tfie dead! " Alfonso replied, not without 
a shudder. 

" If you dare share the hazard, we shall this night behold 
the murderer in the presence of his victim and hear him 
reveal the depths of Ids black soul in the horror of his fear 
and deprecationi " 

" Bat may such things be? ** questioned Alfonso. " Can 
the grave be compelled to give up its dead? " 

" Even GO — and the invocation requires a confession that 
will teach other listeners than the demons the truth, even 
from the lips that least would utter it." 

" And is so black a mystery to be enacted in so holy a 
place? " queried Alfonso. 

*' The robbers and assassins who make these catacombs 
their sanctuary have long hatushed the sacredness from these 
precincts. The fiend stalks visibly through the galleries, 
as of old angels wandered among the relics of the martyrs," 
replied Fiamma. " Are you afraid? " 

" Lead onl " replied Alfonso, and slowly they proceeded. 
He found that he was in a low cavern excavated in the sand- 
stone, with several passages branching off in various direc- 
tions. Into one of these Fiamma led the way with emphatic 
caution to keep the ball in his hand and to unwind it as they 
proceeded. The torch hut scantily illumined the gloom into 
which they almost instantly plunged. The passage was 
scarcely wide enough to permit an explorer to stretch his 
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arms, and was aneTenly walled on each side wi& chalk and 
sand. Proceeding siriftly and in silence, the silk skein 
gradually sank until it was on a level with the ground and 
the Hospitaller found they were in another cavern, from 
which radiated three narrow galleries, at times scarcely the 
height ot a man. The Colonna spoke scarcely a wm-d. 
Occasionally she raised the torch as she advanced, revealing 
dark openings, where the gallery was crossed by other 
passages, but oftener ancient inscriptions or rude base relief, 
depicting the Bufferings of the Christian martyrs, in niches in 
the walls. 

The dense tomb-like air began to exerdae a chilling 
influence on the Hospitaller. Frequent crumblings of sand 
and rock on their way waked dismal echoes, as if the invisible 
denizens of this vast necropolis protested against tin intru- 
sion of the living. 

It may be imagined that Alfonso did not fail to observe 
Fiamma's directioa in unwinding the ball on which they 
depended more than on any knowledge of localities, and he 
found Ihat it had litde plummets of lead set at intervals to 
steady it on the ground. The necessity of this device soon 
became more strikingly apparent as the gallery began to 
slope to a great depth, Otiier inconveniences multiplied. 
The mephitic air opi^essed the chest. Ever and anon 
fragments of tlie sandy rock detached themselves, as if 
some white-boned skeleton was pushing away from its 
niche, or some malicious demon attempted to crush the 
intruder. The spectral cries multiplied to an infinite 
distance, until they died away in faint and mjrsterious 
whispers. 

Alfonso was beginning to be surprised and alarmed at the 
distance they had traversed in these galleries of death, when 
suddenly Fianuna paused and faced him. 

" If your heart fails you now," she said, " retumi For we 
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are eatering the place of ordeal and you must remain alone 
in these aolitudes when the actors In the dismal pageantry 
arrive I" 

" I shall scarcely account any extremity of the flesh an 
evil which sets my soul at rest," replied Alfonso, firmly. 

" Those words should have been mine," said Fiamma, 
continuing to advance. The gallery gradually conducted 
them into a huge chaotic chamber, into which ojher corridors 
radiated as into a centre. Many traces of human art 
appeared on the carved walls, inscriptions cut in the rocks 
which ages had not obliterated. The dust which covered 
the ground was so white, that it seemed strewn for ghosts to 
glide noiselessly over. 

" It is a fearful stage — perchance to present a more fearful 
drama," said the Colonna, exhibiting the interior oi the 
cavern as far as her torch would reveal its vast recesses. 
" If legends lie not, there are more men buried within these 
walls than now breathe in Italy. Ayl And for the most 
part murdered and martyred victims of the cruelty of man 
to man. This snowy dust is formed of their crumbled bones; 
these walls are crowded with their skeleton forms, which 
every falling splinter reveals to the unhallowed gaze. 
Ensconce yourself in yonder niche, — over the arched en- 
trance, whence your retreat, guided by ibe ball in your hand, 
is easy and assured." 

" It is very narrow, — is it a sepulchre? " queried Alfonso 
with a shudder. 

" What if it be? " rejoined Fiamma. " Hark you not the 
half-effaced inscription: Nil miserius vital What can we 
fear in death that we did not suffer in life? But Time shall 
not weary you much with his company. Yonder passage 
leads by a few windings to the chapel, where Cesare and his 
magus are to meet. Fifteen centuries have elapsed since 
yonder martyr's tomb was carved with the word: Resnrgam. 
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How many cycles of ages must he wait until he hears the aU- 
awakening tnmipet-<all7 " 

Despite his resolution Alfonso's courage faltered at the 
thought of remaining alone in these feaiful solitudes, but the 
violence of his feelings revived his determination. 

It was easy to mount the sepulchre by the juttings of the 
rock, and) taUng care to secure his ball of silk, after a short 
survey he prepared to ascend. But a sudden apprehension of 
treachery rushed so forcibly into his mind that he paused, 
turning to Fiamma with a look which so clearly expressed 
his suspicions, that she understood him without a word. 

" Betray you — and why? " she exclaimed impatiently, 
" May this whole mountain fall in and crush me under its 
weight, if I intend you aught but goodl " 

This dreadful imprecation silenced the Hospitaller's 
scruples. Alfonso entered the niche backward, for it would 
have been very difficult to turn in so narrow a space, and he 
retreated some distance from the entrance, imtil Fiamma was 
satisfied that it was not possible to discern him from the 
floor of the cavern. Then waving her hand in farewell she 
hastened from the gallery, and was almost immediately lost 
to sight. Alfonso could not refrain from bending forward, 
and watching the last glimmer of her light flit along the stones, 
then utter darkness succeeded and a silence as unbroken as 
if sound were annihilated. 

Suddenly a light gleamed down a distant gallery and voices 
were echoed in whispers down the walls long ere the speakers 
appeared. And when they did enter, their aspect was not 
calculated to dispel the sinister gloom of the solitudes, which 
they disturbed. 

In the foremost, who was enveloped in a long black mantle, 

a mask over his face and a plumed hat on his head, Alfonso 

immediately recognized the duke of Romagna. Another 

followed, m whom he recognized Miguelotto, the castellan. 
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A third come holding a torch, and apparently directing the 
advance of the first two by its light. He was an aged man, 
to judge by his stoop and dragging gait, enveloped in a 
monk's garb, ending in a featureless cowl. He leaned upon 
a long black wand, curiously inlaid with figures and stars, 
which served him at once for support and the requirements 
of his craft. 

" This place will serve the purpose," said the magus, in a 
voice feeble and wheezing with age, which, it struck the 
Hospitaller, he had heard before. " And now, your grace, 
state your wish briefly and conciselyl Whom would you 
behold? For over the blessed my spells have no power, and 
some of the damned are even below the incantations which 
compel the fiends to answer." 

" The blessed — nayl He perished in mortal sin, and 
though loved by women, I question if St. Peter looks on 
men's actions with their eyes," said Cesare, after a moment's 
hesitation. " Make your circles and utter your spells and 
I will tell you whom I would behold! " 

The magus took his stafF and made some mystic signs at 
three points of the cavern, muttering words in some unknown 
language. Then, taking his stafi as the centre, he drew a 
circle around it, partly linked in which he drew another of 
greater extent, with a pentacle in the midst Then, from a 
scarlet sack, which he carried on his shoulders, he took a 
human skull, which he placed in the centre of the inner circle. 
Into this he poured some fluid, which he lighted with the aid 
of his torch. Then he extinguished the latter and ordered 
Cesaie and Miguelotto to enter the larger circle. A thick 
smoke of frankincense shrouded the feeble light from the 
vessel, and, for a time, made it impossible for Alfonso to 
t<i);tinp|if;h more than the mere outlines of the actors in the 
drama. The magus moved round the vessel uttering strange 
Incantations, then he paused again before the duke of 
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Romagjut. Ha did not speak, but there was something in 
the insHP*? gleam of his eyes, which flashed through the slits 
of his mask, that caused Cesaze to tremble, 

" All I have desired I have won," tlie duke broke the silence. 
" Mine is the right of the first-bom: no longer the robe of a 
cardinal dwarfs the mad ambition of mj soull My enemies 
are no more; I am about to mount to that throne of which I 
dreamed when we studied the cabala together — you and It 
Lucrezia shaU be mine, — the Pontiff is old and feeblel Tet 
there is one thing that thwarts my every plan, that crushes 
my every hope: one thing that I cannot strike away: his 
shadow — forever and everl Banish it — force it back 
into its grave — and I will give you riches untoldl Tou 
shall dwell in the sacred palace and you shall defy the Pontiff 
and the holy inquisition I " 

The duke's voice had gradually assumed its firmness, but 
Miguelotto quaked in every limb. 

The magus' fingers played with an amulet, suspended 
about his neck by a chain of human hair. 

" Though the invisible powers are at my command," he 
said, after a pause, "*it is on the sacred condition that I do not 
overstep my authority. Whom does your grace wish to see? 
I dare not call one of the lord's anointed! " 

"Nay, rest you easyl" exclaimed Cesare. **I dare not 
call one myself. Begin muttering your spellsl I will inform 
you anon whom I would beholdl " 

The magus bowed assent Stepping closely to the fiaming 
skull, he began to mutter the formula of the incantation, 
which lasted for the space of seven or eight minutes. 

" And now tell me whether the spirit I am to evoke was 
violently expelled &om its carcass, and if so, when and 
where? " the necromancer turned to the duke. 

" What matters it to our business? " the latter replied 
carelessly. 
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" To save his murderer from the sptrifs wrath," replied 
the magus. 

" ^U's vassals thea are as rebellious as those of the 
church? " said Cesare, smiling darkly. " A violent death I 
Ay — such indeed it was. Bat Miguelotto here can tell 
you how Francesco, duke of Gandia* died." 

" But wherefore slain? " said the magus, raising his voice. 

" I was not made to be a younger brother," returned 
Cesare. 

" But was there no other cause? No ilMmning spot in 
your brother's soul, which we may use as a spell against 
Um spirit's wrath? " said the magus with emphatic meaning. 

" Yea, master, — for it was my lord's urging of justice 
of his brother's death, for the guilt of his passion for Donna 
Lucrezie, which wrought me to work it," said Miguelotto, 
who watched the magus with increasing agitation. 

" Peace, idiotl This is neither the time nor the place for 
those false reports, which you did feign to believe in order 
to cheat the devil, and murder with divine approbation," 
interrupted Cesare. " These tales were but my own whispers 
echoed, and if Francesco's soul had no stain save this imputed 
happiness, he were indeed beyond the power of your 
speUsI " 

" But if not for his forbidden love of Donna Lucrezie, — 
for the love of whom was he slain by some dark and fearful 
rival? " 

" Again, what matters it to the present business? " replied 
the duke. " Call the spirit of him I shall tell you — a spirit 
still wandering in the shadowy realms between this life and 
the nothingness to which all things return, — or that iixsd 
eternity which priests avow. Whatever or wherever it be — 
X woold know what it would have to be at rest, cease darken- 
ing my sunshine and thwarting all my undertakings! " 

The iKcromancer's eyes gleamed fearfully through the 
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holes of hiB black hood. Then he said: " We must weave 
tiie spell thrice I " 

Alfonso had not missed a word of the duke's onconscious 
confession. 

After delving a second trench rottnd the inner circle, Ote 
necromancer now placed a low tripod in the first, upon 
which he set a brazen chafing-dish, kindled a fire nndemeath 
and threw the herbs which he had brought upon it Cesare 
continued for some time engaged in scanning the sepulchral 
inscriptions of the chapel. 

At last he began to betray signs of impatience. 

" The spirit may have the power to withstand my spell, 
wherein I am not to blame," said the necromancer. " As 
jret I have not uttered it, — but the time is at hand. The 
spirit will appear only to his murderer, if at alll " 

" I hate him and I fear him noti " exclaimed Cesare, fran- 
tically springing to his feet. " Thou^ he was my brother — 
I quiver not in a nervel " 

" Enter the circle and fear not, until your hour has comel " 
Then turning to the castellan, he added: " Tour station 
is in the pentacle of ibe second circle." 

Miguelotto mechanically obeyed, while Cesare boldly 
advanced, leaped into the pentacle and stood with folded 
arms in a resolved or perhaps sceptical attitude. The magus 
then returned to the outer circle, which he alone occuined, 
knelt and took a curious volume of Oriental manuscript, 
illuminated with magic figures and signs, from his pouch 
and prepared for the citation. 

The only light was now furnished from the livid flames 
which burned under the sorcerer's chafii^-dish, from which 
Alfonso perceived there arose a thick dark smoke, full of 
some strange perfume. He gazed with all the horror and 
faschiation, which the anticipation of beholding an inhab- 
itant of the vast unknown might well arouse. But, despite 
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the hoiTOr which Cesare's crimes excited, there was somethii^; 
almost sublime in the fixed and unquailing courage with 
which he seemed to await the issue of the terrible experiment. 
Perhaps the feeling that supported him was akin to that of 
a man stretcliing forth a diseased limb to be amputated, it 
being the only means of deliverance from an Insufterable and 
enduring anguish, for he muttered several times: 

" Let it but talie some form — let it but take some formi " 

The necromancer continued meanwhile to read from his 
book in a language which was unknown to his listeners. 
Mutterings as of thunder now sounded remotely among the 
galleries, and seemed to be approaching nearer and nearer. 
The magus calmly read on without raising his eyes; but at 
last he dropped Ids book. 

" It is in vaini ** he said, in a low and disappointed tone. 
"Thespirit will not answer! Cesaie — speaki If you have 
done aught to merit the favor of those in the beyond, — 
speaki The spirit is beyond my spelll " 

" And if it be in the murkiest depths of hell, — it shall 
come and do my blddingl " exclaimed Cesaie, frantically. 
" By the blood ot him I have slain, — by ttw dying curses 
of Sultan Zem, — by the damning calumnies I have breathed 
against the supreme head of the church, — let the spirit I 
demand appear before mel Francesco — Francesco — Fran- 
cesco — appear! " 

A moment of profound and awful silence followed, broken 
by a shriek from Mlguelotto, who fell senseless on tlie ground. 

A terrific peal of thunder shook the catacombs; the flame 
in the brazier died down, and on the opposite wall of the 
cavern there appeared the pale outlines ci a youth — his face 
the pallor of death, his ridi courtly garb stained with blood 
flowing from nine wounds. 

" It is he I It is hel " shrieked the duke, while the necro- 
mancer Icnelt motionless before the seemingly extinct brazier, 
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from which there arose a luminous smoke, which furnished 
the only Ug^t in the chapel. " Tes — it is he, — even as 
we left him in the vaults of Santa Harial " 

** Who calls me? " said a hollow, hardly intelligible Tdoe. 

*' It is I — Cesarel " shrieked the duke. 

" What do you want of me? " continued the voice. 

" Francesco — brother — nay, — brother I will not call 
you — speak! Speak and say what penance, what prayers, 
what masses can win me forgiveness and peace for your un- 
timely departed soul? " 

There was a silence. 

" Cesarel " replied a low, unearthly voice, which wailed 
as thou|^ it came from the depths of the grave; " Cesarel 
Cast off the robes to wear which thou hast emulated Cain, 
the first murdererl Resume thy priestly habit and wear 
out thy days in penance and prayers, to refute and obliterate 
the hideous calumnies thy villainy has spread against thy 
sister. And Heaven may yet be mercifull " 

" Neverl Neverl Keverl " shrieked Cesare, frantically. 
" Do then thy worst, — I defy theel Boy — that wert so 
loved, — so beautiful, — so pure I — Nay, I will torture thee 
too, spirit though thou artl She for whose love I slew Ihee, 
is the leman of thy slayerl — In the arms of Cesare she has 
forgotten the love of Francescol And when your phantoms 
shall meet in the beyond, a darkness shall port you for all 
etemityl — In vain shall you extend your shadowy aims, 
— your doom has been spelled for all ages to come, — for 
she whom you loved is mine, — mine, — minel " 

As he concluded these words with frenzied defiance the 
apparition disappeared, and a long and melancholy wail 
resounded through the catacombs of San Sebastian. 

There was a moment of intense silence. The duke stared 
after the vanishing apparition with frantic extiltation, and 
was about to step from the circle, assigned to him by the 
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cowering magus, when a second peal of thunder rolled 
through the catacombs and irlth a cry of terror, the magus 
started to his feet, his gaze fixed upon the opposite wall of 
the cavern. 

" Who is amongst us? " he exclaimed. " I did not call 
this spirit — not this! " 

The dute's gaze had followed that of the sorcerer's. 

Sized and immobUe as a figure carved in ebony, he stared 
at the pale and ghastly blue light in which tiiere appeared a 
darkness whose very presence froze the life blood in tiie 
beholder's veins. There was no precise outiine <rf form or 
features, only the ghastly indistinctness of a visage, irtiich 
appeared for a few moments out of supervenient darkness. 

" Lightl Li^tl " screamed the duke frantically, but 
almost at the same moment the red light of the brazier 
reappeared, which had died down before the supernatural 
glow, revealing the magus stretched senseless on the floor by 
the side of Miguelotto, who began to stir and look about 
in mad bewilderment. 

" Did you hear what the devil said? " Cesare exclaimed 
with a wild laugh, turning to Miguelotto. " Repentt Turn 
monk and mumbler of masses, — throw Luciezia into the 
arms of the first beggar who wins her woman's fancy — 
perchance the frosty spy from Ferrora? Where is our 
sorcerer? Hat I did not even quail when it appeared — 
yet he, who evoked it from the dark beyond, fell senseless 
at the sight! " 

Stepping from his pentacle into the magician's circle, 
Cesare raised the necromancer with an exclamation that 
sounded more like contempt than pity. But suddenly a 
new and fatal idea occurred to the ever restless brain of the 
Borgia. 

" Miguelotto," he said, " after what we have seen to-night 

the magus* visage cannot afhight us even though it be the 
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fleod's. But happen what may I will see it at last Sa 
faintness needs airl " 

And, drawing his dagger with the word, he cut the girdle 
of the conjurer and tore open his hood. 

For a moment he stared incredulously, then he burst into 
a frantic peal of laughter, which rang far and wide down the 
galleries. 

** What strange jugglery is this? " he tumed to Miguelotto, 
who stood by trembling. " Or is the monk perchance a sor- 
cerer too? It is strange what suspicions at times have crossed 
my mind, which all come thronging bach upon me now. Let 
none feign to have seen him. Extinguish the fire; we must 
have his guidance out of this labyrinth, else we may wait 
long for another! " 

Strong convul^ns soon announced the necromancer's 
return to life, and Cesare, kicking over the brazier, extin- 
guished the last gleam of light, "nien he raised the sorcerer 
and adjusted his hood, while he seemed engaged in endeav- 
oring to loosen it. It is probable that the magus' first use 
of his returned senses ms to baffle the dute's scrutiny, for 
the Hospitaller heard him mutter some incoherent thanks; 
and after a brief consultation and gropings in the dark for 
some of the books and instruments of his black art, he resumed 
his office of guide and tile whole evil company trooped off in 
his train. 
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THE SPECTRE OF THE CATACOMBS 

T was not until the last 
echoes of their steps bad 
died away that Alfonso re- 
coTOied from the over- 
irtielming confusion of his 
senses, and remembered his 
own. situation. Lucrezia inno- 
cent of all the dire crimes 
imputed to hert For a 
brief moment all the powers 
<^ his soul were absorbed in this thrice blessed convic- 
tion. The memory of the Fountain of Trevi almost over^ 
whelmed him. He rushed from his concealment as if to 
tear her from his rival's arms, when, as he reached the floor 
of the chapel, he remembered the ball of silk and found that 
he had dropped it in his precipitate descent. 

In the first horror of this discovery every other thought 
was obliterated. 

On hands and knees he groped over the sand, oblivious of 
all else in heaven or on earth but that single ball of alk. 
At last the want of light struck him as being the only reason 
why he could not find the life-saving thread, and remembering 
the brazier, he staggered giddily forward, as he imagined, to 
the scene of the incantation, staring into the thick darkness 
for the least gleam or spark. But Cesare had done his work 
too well; no glimpse of the comfortable element appeared. 
How long he consumed in his researches, Alfonso knew not, 
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as> with frenzied eagerness, lie groped along the rock walls. 
He was coovinced at length, that he was not in the sepulchral 
chapel, but pursuing the course of a long gallery. 

Alfonso clutched his dagger to assure himself that he still 
possessed a means of escape from the horrors of living en- 
tombment Then again, stung with the energy of despair, 
he pushed recklessly forward, persuading himself that, if he 
pursued his course in a direct line, he could not foil to discover 
some outlet. On he went, somewhat strengthened in his 
resolution by the fact that the ground beneath his feet as- 
cended as if to the upper world, but, after pursuing his way 
a considerable distance, he suddenly struck hard and solid 
Tock, barring all further progress. 

For some moments, delirious with mental agony, he tried 
to delude himself into the belief, that all he had seen and heard 
was a dream; and indeed the incongruous and terrible scene 
he bad witnessed favored the supposition. He laughed 
aloud at the irrational idea, that he could have been induced 
to incur so fearful a risk on the vague persuasions and as- 
surances of the Borgia's paramour. He persuaded himself 
that he bad put his own suspicions into the mouth of a phan- 
tom, and the terrible visitant of the unknown world, in its 
vague and misty horror, was but an attempt of his imagi- 
nation to picture to himself the form of the unhappy duke 
of Gandia. The metamorphosis of the aged sorcerer into Fra 
Bruno was surely the feat of a wild dream; the unaccountable 
disappearance of Fiamma Colonna, all the circtmistances 
attending the flrst and second apparition seemed but part 
<tf a hideous illusion. But when he strove to arouse himself 
to reality, the irresistible evidence oi his senses compelled 
him to believe in the existence of the horrors which surrounded 
him. He felt that his powers of body and mind were alike 
waning; his ideas rushed in a confused whirl through his 
brain, his heart beat with tiie strokes of a hammer; heavy 
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perapinttioii rolled down his forehead. Staggering back firom 
the rocky bar and reanimating himself with a desperate 
effort, he essayed to retrace the distance he had come, when 
suddenly he heard a loud crash, the crumbling of stone and 
sand around him. It seemed as if the earth were ginlring in 
above him; ell thought and recollection vanished* and a 
deathly lethargy stole over him in which he sank to the 
ground. 

How long this stupor lasted he knew not. Waking with 
a fearful start, he found his limbs benumbed and a burning 
thirst consuming him. He gasped and found his throat 
and tongue stiff with dust, but it was some time ere he had 
any clear recollection of bis position, raising himself with 
difficulty and staring wildly into the darkness. At first 
indeed the confused and luUf-tienaed persuasion possessed 
him that he bad been mortally woimded in a combat with 
Paolo Onsino, and that he was about to make a last effort 
to tear Lucrezia from his anus. 

Alfonso's natural courage and the instinct of self-preser^ 
ration at last revived his dormant energies, and now a ttiought 
stirred his soul which might have breathed life into death 
itself, in the glaring contrast between his situation and that 
of the Borgia. The horrors of the doom which awaited 
him found an inexplicable parallel in the overwhelming 
deUgfat and triumph of Cesare; the darkness and terrors of 
his living tomb marvellously recalled the clearest and most 
alluring visions of the green earth above, the blue heavens, the 
g^ory of the sun. The glimpse of the dismal phantom of 
death, which crossed his imagination almost visually, was 
strangely accompanied by the beautiful form of Lucrezia, 
matchless in the effulgence and allurements of her charms. 
A mad desire for revenge superseded even the thirst for life 
and air, or rather life appeared to Alfonso to mean only the 
realization of his vengeance. 
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In this tntay his strength returned and he groped eagerly 
through tile ^oom. 

Again and again did he pause in utter exhaustion, crying 
out and renewing his cries, till it seemed they must pierce 
the solid earth and reach some listening ear. An innate 
superstition added to his horrorsi his attempts to overwhelm 
the Pontiff with disgrace bad, he imagined, brought down 
upon him the wrath of Heaven, and his escape was cut off by 
a supernatural agency. For a time he yielded to this tre- 
mendous thout^t and changed all bis efforts into the most 
fervent supplications for mercy or immediate destruction to 
the unnumbered martyrs whose bones tenanted the sepolchre. 

The hollow echoes which returned liis voice from above, 
at first reanimated him with the hope that some supernatural 
agency heard and repeated the utterances of his despair, 
but gradually suggested a more rational thought to him. 
Remembering the great height of some of the excavations, 
and the yawning fissures he bad observed in the galleries, 
the hope flashed upon liim that be might climb to some exit, 
since all egress was denied him below. He tossed his aims 
on high; no roofing met them; yet for several moments he 
dared not test the fallacy or assurance of his last hope. But 
the agony of doubt became insupportable and he raised 
himself between the narrow walls, husbanding every inch 
that stood between him and despair. He continued to 
draw himself up, and to his unspeakable rapture dis- 
covered that the rift gradually widened, until at length 
the broad chest of the Hospitaller heaved freely and 
be was compelled to use his hands and feet as a lever 
against the dividing walls. A few instants more, and 
his feet found no resistance save the jagged edge of the rock, 
and with an ecstasy which swelled his heart almost to burst- 
ing he leaped forth into the open space. 

Groping his way in utter darkness, Alfonso stiU felt that 
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then vas no hope, save in endeavoring to explore some 
exit, whatever the risk of the ventaie. On he went, uncon- 
scious whether or not the next step would lead him to de- 
struction; hardly able to breath in the foul and stagnant 
air. Still he would not jrield, still he groped distractedly 
onward, until vanquished with fatigue and despair, hardly 
able to drag his limbs along, he paused to rest, — when he 
heard the sound of human voices. 

All his energies returned as with the infusion of new blood. 
Groping onward in the direction whence the sound came, 
he soon perceived a faint brightness in the remote perspective 
of the cavern. Fragments of rock touched with a fiery glow 
appeared at some distance before him. Round a fire a group 
of men were standing seemingly engaged in deliberation. 

Alfonso was about to call for assistance when a jarring 
voice struck his ear, which, to his unspeakable dismay, he 
recognized as the voice (rf Miguelotto. 

" What I do in his grace's service, that I leave to his grace's 
reckoningi " 

The individual whom the castellan honored with his con- 
fidence seemed to be of one mind with the Catalan. 

" There are degrees In slaying, — one pleases the Lord, 
one pleases the devil." 

" When I consigned that accursed Ferrarese spy to his 
doom, without giving him time to mutter an Ave, I felt not 
even a pang of remorse," said Miguelotto. 

" As for bis Eminence, we shall never find lilm," replied 
the other. 

" Dare we face his grace with that assurance? " growled 
Miguelotto. 

" If his Eminence delle Rovere was in the catacombs, he 
is not there now I " said the other, raising his voice. 

At this moment a new thought seemed to cross Miguelotto's 
ever restless brain. 
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" ¥nut of the spy's body? Has the dungeon bem 
cleaned? " he queried, vith a tone of concern. 

" It has been despatdwd in the usoal manner," replied 
the other. 

'* A feast for the fons," said the Catalan. 

It may be imagined with what feelings Alfonso listened to 
the Catalan's reference to himself. But ere he had time to 
move, Miguelotto, with a sudden impulse, snatched a burning 
brand from the fire and ordered two of the Catalans to follow 
him. Alfonso heard their steps on the lower ledges; they 
were ascending slowly, pausing now and then to examine 
the fissures in the rock. Though in a state bordering almost 
on delirium, in consequence of his past fearful experience, 
Alfonso clutched his dagger, determined to slay the Catalan 
the very instant his presence was revealed to him, for swift- 
ness alone could balance the discrepancy in number, he standi 
Ing alone against a score or more, armed to the teeth. 

His heart beating up in his throat, Alfonso crouched low 
behind a boulder. Now a red glow appeared over the upper 
ledge, and the castellan's head leered above the rocks, when 
Alfonso rose to his full height from his concealment. 

But no sooner had the castellan's eye encountered that 
of the Hospitaller, than he uttered a terrific shriek. His 
hands relaxed their hold, and, losing his balance, he fell 
backward into the cavern, carrying his two companions vritii 
him In his fall, and striking his head with such force against 
the granite that he lay senseless. 

Pursuing his advantage, without dreaming the cause of 
the Catalan's terror, Alfonso now stepped slowly to the edge 
of the ledge. Upon hearing the unearthly shriek and seeing 
their leader crash down amongst them, the other Catalans 
had rushed to his assistance. Their two companions rose 
terribly bruised from their fall, as ignorant of the cause <rf 
Miguelotto's terror as he who had inspired it. Afto- mb- 
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bing his dislocated limbs, he in whom Miguelotto bad con- 
fidedi chanced to ^ance up, wondering what his superior had 
seen. For a moment he stood rooted to the spot, then he too 
uttered a terrific yell. 

" The devil is amongst us," he shrleted, pointing to the 
shadowy form of the Hospitaller, and his companions, pick- 
in^up the senseless form of Miguelotto, rushed from the cavern 
without daring to look back at the horror which had come 
amongst them. 

Could Alfonso have seen his own face, he would not have 
marveUed at the terror it had inspired in the beholders. 
It was ashen pale and haggard as that of one arisen from the 
dead. 

The torches of the Catalans revealed to Alfonso the fissure 
through which they had departed, and ere the glimmer had 
entirely disappeared, he began his descent. 

The gallery below was straight and ended in an excavation, 
BO nearly choked with bushes and briars that only those 
familiar with the haunt perceived a way into it beneath the 
matted foliage. 

The open Campagna lay beyond and in a few moments 
Alfonso was standing in the morning light, dizzy with joy 
and the exhaustion of his night ofagonies. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE AUDIENCE 

EVER w«re reflectioiis more 
mTOIved than those with 
which Alfonso reviewed the 
long chain of experiences 
&vm the time of ibs Boil's 
breach with the confederacy 
of tia barons to the present 
hour. The trend of his dis- 
coveries, which pointed to 
Cesaie alone, the testimony 
of a denizen at the beyond, clearing Lucrezia of the foul 
accusations of a demon, the aged Pontiff's consent to his 
daughter's caprice, which placed himj for whom she at one 
time had betrayed a warm regard, near her person, Lucrezia's 
undisguised interest in his safety, her affectionate attendance 
upon him during bis illness; — no effort of faith or prejudice 
could make these jarring discords harmonize. 

\(^thout dreaming of the developments which Cesaie^ 
brief absence from Rome had brought forth, Alfonso's soul 
was tossed about in a stormy sea of contrary passions and 
impulses. And to crown bis misgivings, Burkhardt one 
afternoon entered his chamber uruimiounced and summoned 
him in a mysterious manner to the Pontiff's presence. 

Alfonso little doubted but that the interview concerned 
his supposed embassy, and in what light Lucrezia had 
represented it he could only conjecture. 
In his dorh musings it occurred to him that her resistance 
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to his quitting the Vatican was prompted by a motive to 
Bacriflce him to her vengeance, a procedure which shonid 
strike terror into all who in future should venture to pry 
into her misdeeds. But the certainty, that if such were her 
purpose, even the discovery of his real name and rank would 
only heighten the wrath of the criminals, the impossibility 
<rf resistance and his natural courage caused him to assent 
to Burhhardt's request, who vras to conduct him to the 
PontifTs presence at sun-down. 

Traversing a long corridor, they entered a vast and magnif- 
icent suite of chambers overlooking the luxurious gardens of 
the Vatican and a considerable portion of the distant city. 
The splendor, the fragrance, the noble panorama from 
window to window were unnoticed by the agitated Hospitaller, 
and when Burkfiardt raised the purple hangings concealing 
the entrance of a cabinet, where he was informed the Pontiff 
was at supper, his hand was on his belt, as if he expected a 
sudden rush of assassins. But none appeared, when, on 
entering, he heard a song that at once recalled to him the 
voice of Lucrezia's lady-in-waiting in the Borgian Groves. 

Alfonso's soul darkened when he felt that in those bewitch- 
ing and subduing tones there was again exercised the magic 
to which his own angry and perturbed spirit had formerly 
yielded, and saw that the Pontiffs countenance resembled 
a storm-vexed sky calming in the soft evening light. The 
entrance of the dean with his charge was not apparentiy 
observed, but Alexander's eye was fixed in deep and mournful 
reverie on his daughter, although the air she sang was full of 
life and gayety, a Spanish roundelay, with the ever recurring 
refrain: 

" El viUuto si tamboril 
Y el paTSan a las Boaajas." 

Lucrezia's head was turned away, seated as she was at the 
f 00 1 of a spacious ottoman of brocaded velvetfOn which the Pon- 
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tiffiecfioed. A irindow between two loft7fiaIUrs, emblazoned 
with a rich Gotfiic pa hi ting, stood partially ajar, adnuttmc a 
tool flower-aeented bneze from ttie gardena below. Beoeath 
it waa a taMe apfead with confections, fntit, wme and fiowen. 
At a way respectftd distance sat Htma Fanstiiia, knitttng 
lace, and, bat for the enl pocker o< her Hpa, a most nspec^ 
aUe natron to look at, on whose presence Alfonso ^accd no 
stnaa. Tet, tfaou^ he analyzed the expcesaion of the 
Pontiff's coonteojuce with tlie aeverest tests <d moral 
chemistry, he could discover no evfl in the depths of its 
•snoe and soiiowfitl tendeneas. 

It ml|ht have been that some faint sonnd of his entrance 
came to the fine organs at Lncrezia, for Alfonso remariBd 
that she iJided further down the couch and broke off in tiw 
midst of the lovely air. 

** Ay de mil But your paternity seems not in tune wiffi 
fbt minstzell " she said very sweetty, and yet with a si|^ 
** Nor have I sung my litde KQly ballad of two lovers, iriio 
foisoottt would part, thou^ none bade them, save their own 
waywardness!" 

" Ton can to my mind oeitiier say not nng nor think 
an^t, that is not heavenly sweet, my dearest Lucrezia," 
said Alexander fondly. " But it is troe, — thou|^ it has a 
familiar ring, — that meiry castanet<napping air jais with 
my pieaent moodi " 

" Then, my dear lord, the si^ of those two lovers irtio 
bade each other farewell forever wQl chime well with itl ** 
■aid Lucrezia playfully. 

" Ray, my Lucrezia, call me not lord now, — let me hear 
that WOTd which from your lips flows to my heart with such 
a sweet and holy liappiness, that I marvel what punishment 
Heaven can have In store to balance it — call me your father 
— your dear father, if jrou will," said Alexander. 

"My father, — yes, my father I " said Lucrezlai witii- 
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out the affectionate epithet, but suddenly yielding with 
warmth to an impulse at once of pride and of tenderaess: 
" My dear, dear father — for you are all to mel I have 
none in the world to love, but you only, who loves me better 
than all the worldl But to my ballad, for I am a true poet 
in this at least, that I must perforce have listeners, or my 
song is silence. It is my swan-song, — my swan-song — 
who knows? " 

And she sang in those tender and melting tones which 
nature had given to her in harmony with her perfect beauty, 
some Italian verses which might run thus in our ruder 
tongue: 

" Though we part and part unldiidly, 
Though we never shall meet again, 
Hathig as we loved, — too Uindlj — 
Breathes the thought to the« no pain? 
Though Love's sun has set forever, 
^all no lingering light remain? " 

She paused for a moment, and Alfonso, deeply touched, 
where he stood In the embrasure of the door, ttiought that 
he could discern a suppressed sob in her voice. 

" By that moment's Inmost darting, 
When we 'changed love's vainest plight, — 
Blushed, like earth and heaven, parting 
From their tapt embrftce in ligbtl 
Oh I More slowly should it, setting, 
Reconcile our souls to-night I " 

** But 111 no more of it since it troubles my father," she 
said, breaMng off suddenly, and with much emotion in her 
voice. 

** Nay — it was but one word, — parting, — and a loesentt- 

ment which came over mel " said Alexander, mournfully. 

" But irtierever you are, my child, your love need not for^ 

sake me, and shall be the angel to sooth my pillow of deathi " 
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" I pray you, dear father, talk not so sadly, else what can 
I do hot weep? " said Lucrezia, tears welling up in her violet 
eyes. 

" Nay, — eTOu you cannot deny, my Lucrezia, that two 
and seventy winters begin to assert themselves; — but that 
Is not allt " the Pontiff replied in a gloomy, musing tone. 
" Tet — there were justice in iti — Your mother — what 
did I sayl Let it passl Only, ere it is too late, — I could 
more cheerfully meet whatever fate may have in store for 
me, did I but know you safe from every harml " 

" Let us think of something elsel Here is Mona Faustina's 
favorite Seguidilla, at which she used to laugh, when I sang It, 
— a little tot, — that could scarcely run — " 

"A little totl Ay — a little toti " said Mona Faustina 
between laughing and weeping. 

A sigh, which Alfonso could not suppress, interrupted the 
dame and gave Lucrezia a pretense to notice his presence. 

" The envoy from Ferraral " she said, turning, then with 
some confusion, she continued: 

" My lord, — approachi I have explained to his Holiness, 
irtiat I have myself learned from your friend in the Valley 
of ^eria, that your mission in Rome is but to ascertain the 
true condition of affairs among us — regarding myself, — 
file reports which — " 

She paused, her face flushing crimson, then turning deadly 
pale. Then she continued: 

" I have placed you in a position, vben your own observa- 
tions may better guide you, than the remoteness which you 
affected. You ore here in perfect safety, for the Holy Father 
conunands you not to leave the palace, without the attendance 
which will duly be placed at your disposal." 

The imploring and yet haughty glance, which accompanied 

these words, the danger and difficulty In which refusal 

would involve both himself and the women, — the defiance 
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implied, — utterly confused Alfonso. Yet lie was onwilling 
to nuke what would seem the least concession to her will, 
or become her accomplice in a deception, though practised 
altogether for his own benefit, and he was silent 

LuckUy Alexander was busied with his own thoughts. 
At last he glanced at Mona Faustina, who instantly arose and 
left the chamber. 

" She is instructed! " thought the dark scrutlnizer, vacantly 
watching the old lady out, 

" Good son, your cautions, though somewhat too 
elaborate, are justified," said Alexander, after the matron 
had retired. " But notwithstanding all appearances to the 
contrary, — if it be true, that Duke Ercol£ still shares our 
own desire, bide with us for a time, imtil we can explain 
ourselves more fuUy, and he shall learn Qiat our heart has 
never in reality abandoned iti " 

So easily could this point be admitted that to deny it 
would have been a falsehood. Alfonso, irresistibly urged 
on by his fears of the Orsini alliance, was resolved to discover, 
by every posdble means, the extent of the Pontiffs advances. 

** ITotbhig is more true, Holy Father, than that the duke's 
heart is still entirely devoted to the project, which your 
Holiness once deigned to entertain," he replied. " But what 
can that matter, and wherein would my longer sojourn in 
Rome aid in the accomplishment, since none can doubt that 
the marriage of your most illustrious daughter with Paolo 
Orsino lias been decided upon? '* 

The Pontiff stared at the Hospitaller as if he thought he 
had gone mad. 

*' Can you entertidn an idea so mad after witnessing their 
rebellious conduct, after their open alliance with the Colonna, 
with the abettors of the bestial ballad-mongers of Naples? 
Can you entertain such an idea, — when, — when, — let but 
the object of the duke of Romagna's mis^on be achieved, — 
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and we wQl give your lord nich proof of our good intent — 
he will not dare question itl In the meantuse, let all dis- 
cussion on this point rest — and let us have more definite 
speech from Ferraral For Dute ErcoU's encouragement at 
this time, let him know, that you are our guest, — and that 
in the presence of his daughter — yea, of his daughter — the 
Sovereign Pontiff has declared to you, that of all the princes 
of Italy, Alfonso of Feirara is still regarded by him as the only 
one worthy of herl Ton behold her before yon, — yon 
behold her beauty, — and though you may not faUiom all the 
hidden treasures of her soul, — what I have said is no ill 
compliment to your prince) " 

A suspicion instantly struck Alfonso that bis true rank 
had been ^Uscoveied and that this was a cajolery, which the 
perilous condition of the Borgias suggested to them as means 
to win a powerful ally; for he was resolved not to believe 
in the PontifTs desire to wed his daughter at such a distance. 
But it was impossible to doubt the contrary evidence (tf 
Lucrezia's reply and manner. 

" Sennor," die said, the white satin of her skin suffused 
with tints of pink, " the love of woman is seldom won by 
disdainl I am informed that the prince of Ferrara but 
unwillingly obeys his father's commands. Ere we talk of 
love to him, let him talk of love to usl " 

" It were indeed the fitter st^e, your gracei" replied Al- 
fbnso with a glance full of the reminiscences of the Valley of 
Egeria, which did not escape Lucrezia's finely tuned sensi- 
bilities. " But your words confirm Duke ErcoU's apprehen- 
sions of the small favor which the house of Est£ now finds in 
Rome." 

" Speak you of ill favor, my son," exclaimed Alexander, 

" when I, the Supreme Pontiff, commission you to tell your 

dukes from me that I still cherish such kindness for their 

house as to desire to transfer to their heir this comfort and 
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glory of my age, this perfection of her sex, — widch. none will 
deny our Lucrezia to be? " 

" My father, — I pray you — " said the latter, bending 
confusedly over her instrument. " Master dean — this is 
all his Holiness desired to say." 

Burkhardt took the hint and retired with the Hosidtaller, 
whose perturbation was greater than ever, after the interview. 
It was scarcely possible to donbt the eagerness of the Pontiff 
to renew the alliance with Fenara. 

There was but one couise l^t open to him now; an immedi- 
ate rapture with the Borgia, ere he perished in tiie nets 
spread for him on all sides. To liiis end he despatched 
Bembo, despite the latter's protest, to Lucrezia, requesting a 
private interview ia tiie interests of the duke of Feirara, 
and his surprise exceeded even the canon's, who brought 
Lucrezia's consent, and her promise to send Faustina to guide 
him to the audience at an hour when they need fear no 
listener — the hour of midnight 
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CHAPTER VII 

"BUKQIT ABtARI" 

T was verging towards mid- 
night wlieii Alfonso found 
himself seated alone in an 
apartment of Lucrezia's suite, 
whither he had been guided 
by Mona Faustina, mumbling 
all sorts of protests against the 
whims of people who tept her 
from her sleep, and who then 
retired to announce bis airlTaL 
It needed all the resolution he could summon to support 
him in the task he had set himself, when he was left to his 
antldpationB of the approaching interview. 

He was in a chamber of that ineffable species, which would 
now be styled a boudoir, but was called in the palace 
**Capriccio Hadama." The Borgia love of luxury had 
exhausted itself in the decorations of this sanctuaiy. The 
walls were painted in the richest arabesques, mingling the 
most gorgeous colors with forms of marvellous beauty and 
grace, apparently uniting all the scattered tints and glories 
of the noivers; into one boundless profusion of magnificence. 
A bronze candelabrum of rare workmanship shed a soft 
light over Uie chamber. The languid sweetness of the hour 
joined in .toaspixeLCY against the Hospitaller; the mutical 
murmur of distant fountains, fbe dreamy brightness of the 
moonlight, the mysterious whisperings of the leaves wiUiout 
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touched subtle chords of love and longmg in his breast. 
But even with these warring impulses at work, his regret and 
anguish seemed to grow more intense every moment. He 
felt that he would without hesitation submit to any doom, 
no matter how terrible, to relieve himself of the mad jealousy 
which ate with poisoned fangs into his soul. 

These black thoughts were madly whirling through his 
brain, when a door opened and the lady of the Borgias, 
attended by Mona Faustina, made her appearance. 

Alfonso had expected to behold Lucrezia arrayed to 
dazzle and to conquer, but he had not armed himself against 
the modesty oS her white and totally unadorned gown. The 
deep pallor of her face was even intensified, as she felt his gaze 
riveted upon her, and her voice quivered with some con- 
sciousness when she requested Mona Faustina to retire and 
give the envoy of Ferrara full latitude in declaring his master's 
will. 

Hona Faustina obeyed, leaving the door ajar behind her, 
as if on purpose, revealing a vista of recondite chambers. 
Alfonso's gaze then reverted to Lucrezia, who was intently 
watching her retreating duenna. 

" Mona Faustina will watch, to prevent any alarm irtdch 
the unusual hour of this audience — I pray you, my lord, be 
seated! " she then said, not without some confusion. 

She motioned to the Hospitaller to take a chair at some 
distance from a low couch of white velvet embroidered with 
roses, 

Alfonso, however, only acknowledged her courtesy by a 
silent bend, preserving his station at a somewhat lesser 
distance than she had indicated. 

There were several moments of utter and embarrassing 
silence, for he dared not trust himself to speak, and it was 
Lucrezia whose musical and tremulous t<me8 at lengA brokei 
the tension. 
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" My lord, — you requested that this audience be secret," 
she said, pausing with visible embarrassment, then continu- 
ing more firmly: " If I have granted it, it is because, know- 
ing that tbit real motive of your embassy is the very reverse 
of that irtiich his Holiness believes it to be, and desires to 
hear you declare to-morrow, — I would save you the great 
humiliation that awaits you, by urging you to leave Rome 
this very night I " 

There was a silence, during which Alfonso groped in vain 
for the word wherewith to parry this unforeseen attack. 

" Will your grace explain yourself more fully to my dull 
comprehension? " he stammered, after a pause. 

" Your former biend of the Grotto has confessed all that 
happened between you, — are you not therein answered? " 
replied Lucrezia. 

" It was my evil fortune to offend, in repelling her tendei^ 
ness, and may she not have belied or exaggerated my fault 
to your grace? " said the Hospitaller, fixing his burning gaze 
on the woman, for the memory of the Egerian Grotto rushed 
overwhelmingly upon him. 

" You admit, then, sir envoy, that it was a fault to believe 
the worst of me? " stie replied, averting her gaze the Instant 
it met Alfonso's. 

" Again let me ask you, why do you wish to banish me 
from Rome? " he said, regarding her steadfastly. 

" I will be plain with you," she said, with a touch of deep 
indignation in her tones. " I do not — I cannot — doubt 
the report of my lady-in-waitingt '* 

" Your lady-in-waiting t Is she so much the enemy of 
one, who, in defiance of all reason, dotes even on the shadowy 
sweetness of a memory? " he returned, with a wsrmtti and 
sincerity not to be doubted; and it almost seemed as thou^ 
Lucrezia were jealous ot her own rivalry, for she replied: 

" Nayt She is not your enemyl She has not belled you! 
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And you ivill not dare to say so, when I tell you, that she was 
— Lucrezia Borgia, herself I " 

" I knew it, — I knew iti '* exclaimed Alfonso, almost 
Tanquifihed, when he marked the deep blush, which, with the 
memory, mantled to her cheeks, as all she had precipitately 
avowed, confronted her. Her only recourse was anger, and 
to this she resorted. 

" And you dared question me? And you dare it even here? 
H I were the woman you would have me proved, how dare 
you stand before Lucrezia Borgia in the face of your calum- 
nies? " 

" On my lips still lurks a memory, — how could I fear 
that I was mortal surviving the rapture of that moment? '* 
he said in tones that vibrated throu^ the soul of the woman, 
though shame and anger only shone in her eyes, as she re- 
plied: " Your flattery sounds lite feail You sorely mis- 
doubted your mortality when you told the nun of the Agon* 
izants that Lucrezia Borgia had attempted your life iridi 
poison, — holy Virgin — your life I " 

" And shall I say that the gentle nun belied me too, or — 
that I belied the gentle nun? " said Alfonso, drawing somewhat 
nearer. But an impatient gesture from the woman banished 
him to bis distance. 

" And yet, — with all these proofs, — but it matters not! 
Betum to your harsh North, and save yourself from my 
father's vengeance, — for it is deadlyl " she replied, shudder- 
ing, yet with evident hesitation. 

" Why should I dread your father's vengeance, your grace, 
when, with these proofe indeed, and many others which my 
toilsome ventures have obtained, I have established your 
innocence of all the charges which brou^^t the tears to the 
eyes of my companion of the Grotto? " he replied. " Why 
should I leave Rome, and not fulfil my sovereign's commia- 
sloQ, and demand you as his bride before all the WOTld? " 
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** I will answer youl *' returned LucrezU, with 1 
eyes. " The pride of the princes of Ferrara is, it seems, very 
great You would not subject them to the mortification of a 
refusal, which, by yonder blessed image of Our Lady of Tears, 
awaits you, their envoy, from me, should you, after this 
warning, dare to utter itl " 

She pointed as she spote to a silver image of the Viri^ 
over the alcove in the adjoining chamber, and the Hos- 
pitaller's first surprise was followed by an influx of jealous 
suspicion. 

" No doubt, your grace is rejecting this alliance for one 
more to your taste.— For," he continued irritably, "my lord's 
questionings and doubts cannot have moved you to this anger I" 

" Nayl I rather admire him for refusing to min^ the 
royal blood of the Est< with the turbid stream of the Borglal " 
she replied. " But you have shown yourself too much con- 
cerned for his happiness for me to doubt your answer, when 
I ask you, if you deem he would content himself with the 
mere casket of love — the jewel gonel " 

" How says your grace? You love another? " exclaimed 
the Hospitaller, now fairly yielding to his agitation and 
adding in a voice full of anguish and bitterness: " Fool 
that I wasi Oh, I dreamed that you loved, yet not thus, — 
not thus, — when from my concealment in the Egerian 
Grotto I watched you waiting the arrival of one, in whose 
stead came the duke of Romagnal " 

" You — you did see me tbeni " said Lucrezia, hiding her 
face in her hands in an excess of shame, then murmuring 
in soft, rapt accents: '* Oh, I did love once, — oncel — 
But love does not sell its wares; — it is all over nowl " 

" Then, — if love does not sell its wares, — love me with 

all the love of your sex, as I love you with all the love of 

minel " exclaimed Alfonso, sinking in a delirium of passion at 

her feet " Lucrezia, perfection of all divinity in woman, 
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yon have belied met For never since I first beheld you face 
to face have I ceased to worship jroul Thewords you spoke to 
me at the Fountain of Trevi have sent their thrill through the 
dark and lonely chambers of my heart; — I loved you dearer 
than life itself, even when I thought you had attempted iti " 

" Yes — I loved you once; but now you wrong me more 
deeply than my blackest calumniator, for thinking that I 
loved the shell, not the soull — You have betrayed your lord 
and masterl How could I love you longerl " she exclaimed, 
tearing the hand, he had taken, away, and for a moment her 
countenance revealed a disdain, which made his blood run 
cold. Suddenly she burst into tears. 

" I cannot do itI " she exclaimed, vainly endeavoring to 
staunch the flow. " My lord, I will confess all to youl It 
was my purpose to lure you to this mad confession that I 
mig^t taste the luxury which we Borgia are said to find in 
revenge; to repel your passion irith scorn, to heap on you 
the remorse of having broken your faith, tarnished the white 
purity of your honor, but I cannoti — Leave met Flyl — 
You see I an as evil as my fame! " 

" Nay — if you love me, — and on the eve of parting for^ 
ever, — I will return tiie kiss whose poison lurks like madness 
in my bloodl " exclaimed Alfonso wildly, and Lucrezia 
started from him in terror, with difficulty escaping his frantic 
embrace. 

" I love you, — in very truth I love youl But do not 
frighten mel " she stammered, finding herself encircled by 
his arms. " Forgive me but this oncel Swear to leave me 
on the Instant, and give me back my madness, that thereby 
all may be as it had never been! " 

" Sorceress 1 Fiend! Hun indeed I were lost! No I 

Not A thousand No's. Be not false at least to your own 

falsehoodi " exclaimed Alfonso, almost flinging her from his 

embrace, to which she was yielding in mingled fear and 
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tenderness. " Leave yott, — yes — and foieTeT, — to find a 
fitter successor for the lust ci the duke of Romagna, — the 
passion of the murdered Gandia, — tibe prince ot Salerno, 
and others, of whom yon have grown weary after they have 
succumbed to your deadly spelll " 

*' Dute of Romagna — Gandia? " stammered Luciezia, 
staring at the speaker, pale as death. 

" Nay, — you shall not lure me to perdition, — fair sei^ 
pent!** Alfonso continued, lashing himself into a frenzy. 
** Tour plot was my own, — to lure you to this confession, 
that I might tell you how I loathe you and spurn your 
wanton love and defy its bewildering tomptationsi " 

For a moment Lucrezia stared vacantly, as if she had seen 
a ghost rise from the floor before her — then she said in a 
voice of supernatural calmness: " You are evidently 
oblivious of the fact, my lord, that, although out of hearing 
distance, Mona Faustina has eyes." 

And without turning she indicated the direction where 
indeed the ancient crone was visible, affectiDg to nod in an 
easy chair, but looking unmistakably towards them. 

'* This is but your masterpiece of treachery, perfidious 
WOmanI " said Alfonso, nevertheless infinitely staggered. 

" And do you still feign to disbelieve in my innocence, 
most unjust and cruel of men? " exclaimed Lucrezia, with 
a scorn which seemed at length to have repelled all gentler 
emotions in her Borgia blood. 

** Innocence I Did my own senses cheat me when I heard 
the Orsino openly declare his love, imblamed and unreproved 
in the labyrinth of the Minotaurus? " he replied. " Deem 
you I was blind not to note your warmth, — your confusion? 
Hal Even Bembo, — Bembo, who was ever your unwearied 
advocate, — even he had deserted your causel But that 
is little, -- litUel Ask your own hearti For the words that 
I would say, would choke mel " 
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** Not I will not leave you one inch of retieat,"' returned 
Luciezia. " You shall not cheat your remorse with even one 
pretext, when at some future hour you recall all your harsh- 
ness to one who loved youl It is wrung from my soul, a 
woman's soul, and even if I were the woman you would 
prove me to be, to justify your abhorrence, unmingled with 
one drop of pity, — I repeat: I loved youl I loved you 
from the instant our eyes met at the Fountain of Tievi, and 
die horror which your harsh implacable temperament struck 
into my soul, only subdued the more my weak womanly 
nature. I will not shed a single tear, — but I will tell you 
that it was a woman's trick to try to bindle by jealousy the 
spark of love which you did confess had fallen into your cold 
heart 1 Blame nature that made me a woman I You did 
not hear what befell, after you had departed." 

*' A well devised fable. Your grace is an improvisatrice of 
renowned sUllI " replied Alfonso. " But wherefore, if the 
doting rival was not to be misled, was it necessary to listen 
with such ecstasy to the Orsino's speech? " 

" To avert the suspicion that you loved me, — from your- 
self I " Lucrezia replied. 

" From myself? " 

" Cesare was nearl What, if it were the trick of the silly 
dove to flutter round the bush where her nest was not? 
Think you, I have not learned some pity from my own 
suffering? Deem you that no emotion swayed my heart, 
when I heard the tale of one branded as the paramour of 
Bayazet's brother? " Lucrezia continued, s hrinkin g from 
the Hospitaller's strange look and manner. " And now what 
other calumny have you left, with which to brand my soul 
to please your barbsrous lords? " 

" A most pleasing tale, — even though it will hardly 
compel belief," returned Alfonso with bitter scorn. 

" I will not leave you one pretext for doubt," Lucrezia 
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spoke with torreDt-like vehemence. " I was weeping In my 
loneliness, — irtien some one implored an audience of mel 
Tliey told me it was a suppliant from Capua. She who came 
was the daughter of Stephen Colonnal I^tening to her 
sufferings, — her ill-fated love for Francesco, I began to 
comtvehend what a human can endure. She related all 
she knew of Francesco's death, of which she had been the 
unwitting cause, — of Cesare's terrible infatuation for her, 
whom she loathed, while she professed to love him, — alasl 
She is a wild and fearful thing, versed in strange mysteries. 
Something she said of proving my own innocence, — of a 
just vengeance on Cesare, — of removing your suspicions, 
and wishing to assist me to attain the ducal crown of Ferrara. 
But believe me, there was but one motive which gave me 
the courage to enter the catacombs, where you too were 
present, — to do and to dare what I have done and dared. 
And tiiat could not be a woman's love for the gaudy tinsel of 
sovereignty, since, unless the impossible were possible, — 
unless you were Alfonso of Ferrara, — neither force nor 
prayers could ever make me share his crown, — were it 
imperial! " 

" Why, — speak on, — speak on — lest the dream vanish, 
eie I can gain some comfort from its phantomsl " said 
Alfonso breathlessly. 

" I do not know by what means Fiamma had gained the 
confidence of a wizard in whom Cesare trusts," she continued. 
" All I know is that you were to be present, and the frenzy 
of my despab-, the hope to check the violent career of the 
fiend men call my brother, and Fianuna's denunciation gave 
me courage. Sorcery there may have been in it, — though 
she worked with strange mirrors and a portrait of my lost 
Francesco, which was in this chamber until then. And it was 
Cesare's fears that caused him to seek the silence of the cata- 
combsl No, —all holy saints be praised! Francesco's gentle 
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spirit was not troubled in Its repose, since, when the obp 
earthly shadow was raised, despite the fears tliat well ni^ 
overcame me, — I imitated his voice, speaking the words 
which Cesare scorned, though beUeving the grave had spoken. 
O ^aven and Francesco, pardon, if the work was as unholy 
and as unblessed as in the delirium of my thoughts I deemed 
it holy and heli^ll " 

" Let me not wake from this dream, lest I diet " exclaimed 
the Hospitaller, incredulous with the very excess of joy, 
which rushed full tide through his soul. " Lucrezia, my own, 
my all 1 And when you bade him let you choose the man 
you loved, — did yon think of me? " 

" That were scarcely possible," she replied. " I thou^t 
bat to free myself from all future shackles, Uving out my 
days for you in unloved solitude I " 

There was a moment's struggle in Alfonso's breast, but the 
bewildering effect of a now unrestrained passion brought 
strange words to his lips. 

" My own Lucrezial " he exclaimed, — " I love youl I 
worship youl Be mine, dearest, and by all that men bold 
dear and sacred, you shall also be the wife of Alfonso of 
EBt<r » 

" Hal At last, you too have cast the divine mask from 
you, traitorl I spurs, I despise yout" exclaimed Lucrezia, 
pale as death. " These words have broken a spell, which 
honor and piide and every outraged feeling of my heart 
could notl Leave this apartment instantly, or your lords 
shall know irtiat sort of envoy the end has proven youl " 

" Say what you will against me to Alfonso, — he will 
still love me as dearly as himself, and you above all women 
on earthi " returned the Hospitaller, all his scruples and 
jealousies utterly dissipated. " Idolof mysoull lam Alfonso 
of Ferraral " 

1 gazed upon him as if she feared he had been 
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struck irith Buddeo nudness, but in sn instant the certainty 
flashed upon Iier in the swift adjustment of all tiie strange 
inconsistencies of his conduct, which rushed upon her memory. 
Yet, instead of any utterance of joy, every vestige of color 
left her face, and but for Alfonso's suppM't, she must have 
fallen to the floor. 

" Ahl Now indeed, Fra Bruno, Heaven's vengeance lights 
on my guilty head!" she said in a low, fear-struck tone. 
** You know not that a curse rests on all who love me, and 
Fra Bruno was miraculously delivered from his prison to 
declare this to met " 

" Fra Bruno, dearest Lucrezia, is but an impoBtor — at 
best a madman! " Alfonso replied with Inexpressible satis- 
faction at finding the obstacle no greater. " Did not your 
own sweet eyes behold that he and the necromancer were one 
— when Cesare removed his hood? " 

-But now Alfonso learned that Lucrezia had fainted wiUi 
the shriek which he imagined the utterance of the despairing 
phantom and was borne away by Fiamma ere she regained 
full consciousness. The rest of the scene was therefore 
unknovm to her. But not satisfied with his revelation of the 
identity of the monk and the sorcerer, Alfonso declared his 
suspidons of ¥ttL Bruno's passion, and roused her indignation 
to tiie highest pitch by relating his testimony against her 
in tbe office of her confessor. 

Yet Lucrezia would not listen to Alfonso's bold pUn of 
revealing Cesare*s crimes to the Pontiff. She declared that 
the discovery would in all probability completely ovenriielm 
him, and it was very possible that Cesare would be driven 
to desperation, and his secret influence and the resources of 
bis ferocious genius mig^t produce some extraordinary and 
destructive explosion. The Pontifl already distrusted him and 
tiie declaration of the Ferrara alliance would very likely cause 
him to use every effort to prevent it The only triumph 
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which Lucnzia would pennit her lover was the discoinfltnre 
of the duke of Ronugna, when without a word of warning, he 
would on the following day announce the accomplishment 
of the alliance with Feirara. The desire, which Alfonso 
passionately urged, to reveal his name and rank and to wed 
her immediately, filled her with a terror which could only 
be appeased by his promise to immediately despatch a 
messenger to Ferrara, to ui^ preparations to assist the Pon- 
tifi, if need should be. 

It may be fliat Lucrezia vaguely guessed the nature of 
her lover's thoughts, which his tremulous gestures and this 
strange look betrayed. For she endeavored to change the 
discourse, sweetly as his confessions fell upon her ear. 

But the apprehensions v^ch dictated this diange of 
demeanor were in themselves dangerously suggestive. Al- 
fonso's words became strangely vague and random, he 
seemed to devour her with his gaze, while she endeavored 
to win from him the assurance that he would hasten his 
own preparations for departure. 

Alfonso pressed her tende/ly to his heart, and for one long 
moment their lips met Then she softly released herself 
from his embrace, touched a sliver bell and called Faustina. 
But already the duenna was in the chamber, and, affecting 
to mb her eyes, she pointed to the crescent of the BinMng 
moon. Both instancy assumed, tiiou^ not very success- 
fully, the cdd and distant manner befitting tiieir supposed 
lelatlons, and, satisfied that the andent dame had overheard 
litde of the discourse, the envoy took a formal farewell, 
taking with bim one last glance of love from his betrothed. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

THE CALL OP THE HOUR 

HE first happy day of Al- 
fonso's love and the happiest 
of hia life had passed away. 

Iq open audience the envoy 

had demanded the hand of 

Lucrezia for Don Alfonso, and 

never in all the stormy days 

of her Roman life had there 

beamed such happiness In the 

eyes of the Pontiff's daughter 

as when she accepted from the kneeling Hospitaller the ring 

which was to bind her forever to the ducal house of 

Esti. 

The duke of Romagna had been so completely surprised 
and outwitted, the Pontiff's triumph and exultation, which 
he took no pains to conceal, were so great, that those present 
at the ceremony could not but feel oppressed by an atmosphere 
of apprehension, the more so as the first meagre details of 
the events at Sinigaglia began being whispered about 

Alexander approved the envoy's plan of immediately 
returning to Ferrara with the report of his successful mission, 
and he took so much pleasure in discussing the minutest pre- . 
liminaries that though the datary sued for an audience on the 
most important business, it was long ere Alexander retired 
to grant it. 

Since the expulsion of the Orsini from Rome, and tbt 

OGcnpation of Monte Giordano by the forces of the Churchy 
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Bembo occupied the chfunber in the Vatican adjoining that 
of the prince of Salerno. To bim Alfonso now hastened, 
acquainting him with the sudden tread of affairs and enjoying 
the bewilderment of the canon, who, now tliat Alfonso's 
choice seemed settled, and the return to Fenara not too far 
removed, began to rejoice in the unexpected turn, hinting 
that he had at no time believed the reports current about 
Donna Lucrezia, who had always possessed a warm advocate 
in himself. After some deliberation it was decided upon 
that Bembo should start oU that very ni^t for Ferrara, 
the bearer of welcome tidings for Duke ErcoK, requesting 
Don Alfonso's brother, Cardinal Ippolyto of Bst^, to hasten 
forthwith to Rome with a suitable escort. 

Bembo welcomed the opportunity of leaving Rome, and 
within the hour he rode out of the Flamlnian gate, accom- 
panied by a guard sufficiently strong to awe wayfarers of 
questionable repute. 

After he had departed, Alfonso, to indulge in his fancies, 
strolled into the gardens of the palace. Turning into one of 
the more secluded walks, he suddenly found himself accosted 
by a hunchback, who placed a letter in Ills hand, bother 
with a silver cross. 

Alfonso weiglied the totter in his band, regarding iba 
hunchback with some suspicion. 

" Who sent you, and for whom is your message? " 

" She to whom this cross belongs sends you this letter and 
begs you to liasten with all speed to the convent of Santa 
Maria in Trastevere, — that is all I know," replied the 
hunchback, and without waiting Alfonso's reply or further 
questioning, he hobbted away and disappeared. 

Alfonso recognized the plain silver cross which Fiamma 
Colonna guarded with superstitious care, amAng all her richer 
ornaments the soto relic of the past. 

Quickly resolved, he unfolded the letter. 
4*7 
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The light of the moon enabled him to decipher the mes- 
sage. It contained but few words, entreating him to speed 
forthwith to the convent, where she was threatened by dire 
peril. From what source he might readily guess. 

Alfonso had no reason to place any trust in the slnistar 
bearer of the message. Yet the appeal was so urgently sup- 
ported by circumstances known, to him alone, that he could 
scarcely question it Accordingly the final statement, cou- 
pled with the knoi^dge of Cesore's desperation, roused 
his apprehension in the highest degree. He quicUy con- 
sidered the possibilities of withdrawing her frota Rome un- 
der protection of his own escort, and after hesitating another 
instant, he descended to the Tiber, where he called a boat 
Somewhat ominously the boatman proved to be Giorgio 
Schiavone. He took hardly any notice of his fare, and, 
setting his oars in motion, soon landed his passenger on the 
other side of the Tiber, whence Alfonso hastened on the well- 
known road to the Trastevere. 

With a vague misgiving, whose warning he despised to his 
cost, Alfonso entered the convent from the water side and 
proceeded by the dim light which fell between the walls, 
until he reached the wing, where, on a previous occasion, he 
had spent the night. But no sooner had he entered the dusky 
passage, when he heard a loud crash behind. Turning in 
alarm, to ascertain what had happened, he perceived that an 
iron grill had descended between him and the gate. 

Treachery and Cesare were ideas which rushed simul- 
taneously into Alfonso's mind, as he suddenly found himself 
surroimded on all sides. He attempted to draw his sword; 
it was snatched from its sheath and he found himself face to 
face with the duke of Romagna. 

The certainty flashed through his mind that he had been 

luted hither for a purpose which he dared not tiilnk out, and 

that Fiamma's token had been used to kill Us saspidoiM. 
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He therefore turned to the dute witii a violent protestt 
demanding to know by what right he had been seized. But 
the duke's only answer was a wild laugh of derision, and an 
order to his men to immediately bind tiieir prisoner and lead 
him out into the court. The Catalans were not slow to obey, 
and ere Alfonso knew what was happening, his arms and feet 
had been securely bound, and expecting little else but im- 
mediate destruction he was slowly marclied out Into an inner 
court of the convent. 

Meanwhile no good or evil spirit whispered tidings of these 
events in the Vatican. Lucrezia had obeyed a summons to 
the PontifTs presence, and, on entering his presence she ob- 
served a strange perturbation in his countenance and manner. 
Regarding her with an unusual stemness, Alexander curtly 
informed her that a report had been brought to him which 
rendered it advisable that she should not again see the envoy 
^m Ferrara. Noting her deep blush and the warmth with 
which she protested against so strange a request, the Pontiff's 
suspicions were probably strengthened. Moreover, Lucrezia 
dared not question what had been reported, lest it should 
entail some dangerous explanations, and her silence and 
confusion told but little in her favor. Contrary to his custom, 
he detained Lucrezia until a late hour, affecting to be absorbed 
in a game of chess with her, which his Spanish skill permitted 
him to protract almost at pleasure. 

Tidings of a tumult in the Trastevere and the seizure of 
some one caught on a forbidden rendezvous arrived; but 
little notice was taken of it, the senator of Rome himself 
having quelled the disturbance and taken cognizance of the 
offender. But when at length Lucrezia was permitted to 
retire, Alexander gave orders in her presence that the envoy 
from Ferrara might prepare for an early visit from hmueU 
to receive his final instructions. 

Locrezia's misgivings were much increased when, on 
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returning to her tipartments, she found that her duenna was 
not in attendance, and that the most minute inquiry could 
not establish what had become of her. Her perturbed state 
of mind made even the thou^t of rest unpleasing to her, and 
she dismissed her attendants without permitting them to 
fulfil their customary offices. Thus daybreak found her BtHl 
engaged in a reverie, which, however sweet, brought frequent 
tears to her eyes. The tranquillity of the dawn diffused itself 
over her exhausted spirits, when she was startled by a sum- 
mouB to immediately attend the Pontiff, who desired to see 
her at the same time with the envoy h«m Ferrara. 

Lucrezia was somewhat surprised, but unwilling to appear 
before her lover pale and exhausted, as she now imagined she 
looted, she sent an excuse, to which a second imperative 
command was returned. The tremulous manner of the page 
who brought the message, and her own apprehensions 
banished every other consideration h-om Lucrezia's mind, and 
she hurried in her unchanged attire to Alexander's presence. 

Upon entering she was alarmed in the highest degree by 
the Pontiff's stem question, what had become of the knight 
of St John. He had disappeared from his apartment together 
with Bembo, ever since sunset, and Messer Burfchardt, pale 
and trembling like a frosted leaf, was there to confirm the 
certainty of the intetligenoe. 

Lucrezia's fear and utter consternation apparently increased 
the anger of the Pontiff to an uncontrollable degree. He 
declared his intention of searching for him himself, to ascer- 
tain for what reason it pleased him to conceal himself in the 
sacred palace. Then, without any apparent connection, he 
commanded Mona Faustina to be sent for. 

When informed of her disappearance, • Alexander's a^ta>- 
tion visibly increased. 

** Why, then, where is he? " he exclaimed, in a voice of 

thunder. " We have heard strange reports, of his licentious- 
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ness, hypocrisy — of his liaison with a Colonna, hiding In 
Rome — hear you, Lucrezia? " 

" Your Holiness, I dare aver upon my life and honor these 
are foul calumnies, invented by his enemies, to poison your 
ear against him," said Lucrezia, with great warmth, 

" God's trothl They tell us even that last night, — 
hearken, Lucrezia," said Alexander, lashing himself into a 
frenzy not uncommon with him, when the Borgia blood 
asserted itself, — " hearken I A tale was told me, — and 
Faustina has fled! Knows she aught, which our enemies 
would rejoice to know? Wretch! Where is the knight of 
St John? " 

" Would to all blessed saints that I knew, your Holiness; — 
that I mig^t feel the assurance of his safety," replied Lucrezia 
with a vehemence which for the nonce staggered the sus- 
picions of her wrathful sire. 

" Listen, Lucrezial " he said after a pause. " Listen, for 
I irill know the worst, and I must, perchance, to save our 
name from matchless infamy. They tell me, — nay, I have 
pro<^, — that the Hospitaller's errand was to discover matter 
against us rather than to conclude this alliance for his masters. 
And they tell me, — they tell me, — Lucrezial Lucrezial 
If you are indeed the wretch I will not call you, at least tell 
me in time to prevent the traitor's return with his boast to 
Feirara — to overwhelm us all with everlasting shame and 
Iftu^ter! " 

" My fatherl What do you mean? " stammered Lucrezia, 
pale as death. 

" Girll You can save liis life but by one means, — by 
yielding him up to our mercy. Or will you force me to pro- 
claim it all over the palace and break Into your chamber 
with my Swiss? " 

Lucrezia's silence of indignation, shaine and grief seemed 

to confirm her sire's suspicions and to completely vanquish 
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him. He dropped into a chair and covered his face with hia 
han dfi, ezcUiming: " Tliis indeed is punishmentl " 

" Ol me, but do not doubt me thus," said Lucrezia at 
last, in a dreamy tone as if onable to believe what she heard, 
and over^rtielmed with apprehensions of some vague but 
terrible calamity. 

> It was at this moment that Burkhardt entered with stich 
perturbation in his visage that the Pontiff immediately 
demanded of what new tidings he was the bearer. 

" A deformed hunchback, from whom we gather the news 
oi die city, avers that a knight of St. John had been trapped 
in an interview with a woman of the Colonna's in the for- 
bidden precincts of Santa Maria in Trastevere; that tite 
duke of Romagna himself sat on him in judgment, and that 
he has been taken away, — no one knows wliither," 

Lucrezia uttered a stifled shriek and glancing bantically 
at Alexander, she exclaimed: 

"i^isnotln yonr palace tlieni But where is he? Where 
is he? " 

" The prisoner of the duke of Romagna," repeated 
Burkhardt, believing that she had not heard the first time. 

" The prisoner of Cesarel " gasped Lucrezia, staggering 
and falling at her sire's feet in a deadly swoon. 

When she recovered consciousness, almost tlie first object 
her gaze encountered was Cesare himself,- bending over her 
and earnestly engaged in administering restoratives. 

" Is he slain? Have you killed him, monster? " she 
dirieked. — " Is he dead? " 

** This frenzy Indeed confirms Faustina's bewildering 
tale," said Cesare, quailing beneath the fierceness of her gaze. 

" Assassin! Take away your bloody hands and tell me 
if he livesl If not, I speak and reveal you to heaven and 
earth tlie monster you are I " Lucrezia exclaimed with un- 
controllable fury, 
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" ^ is not dead, — no harm has befallen him, — she 
ravesl " said Cesare hurriedly. " Alasl The warning 
came too late. His unhallowed lusts have proven his undoing 
and placed him in the hands of Monsignore Piccolomini, 
who, in virtue of his office, sent the envoy as prisoner to 
Ferrara, to his abused sovereign, with full proofs of his 
treason, — unless the jest was of their invention. — Wde the 
day erf our shame and yoursi " 

So utter -was the consternation into which this amazing 
intelligence plunged Lucrezia, that for some moments she 
seemed to succumb to the blow. Mintairing the nature of 
the flioughts which ovenrttelmed her, Cesare could not 
suppress a bitter laugh, but to his surprise it was reechoed 
by Lucrezia. 

" Discovered on a tryst with the paramour of Sultan Zem," 
she cried. "Your Holiness, I beseech you, if yon ever 
loved your Lucrezia, let the villain be brought back, and 
suffer the just penalty of his crime, ~ for what vengeance 
has he to fear from the dukes of Ferrara for a deed they 
have contrived — or Cesare liesl " 

" DiosI DiosI Justly hast thou punished a vile father by 
giving him viler children! " exclaimed Alexander in despairing 
accents, for his emotion had passed all manifestations of 
vicdence. " Justly is my crime my punishmenti " 

" The Hospitaller's chastisement may safely be left to his 
lords," replied Cesare. " To bring him back were utteriy 
impossible, unless the messenger had wingsl It is dawn 
and he was borne from Rome on the swiftest horse that hate 
can harness, but an hour after his capture." 

" And it is impossiUe, — utterly Impossible to overtake 
them? " said Lucrezia, a wondrous light breaking in her eyes. 
" Let him on then to his punishment in Ferraral And I 
remain to mine in Romel But my fatherl " she turned to 
the Pontiff. " Do not condemn me unheard. Let the 
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seiuitor of Rome be sent f<» and utter my accusation, and 
if I do not satisfy Iilm and yourself on all points, let me 
perish even without a tear from my father! " 

" What avails it, to feed his exultation with our despair? " 
objected Cesare. 

" Let him come, nevertheless," Lucrezia replied firmly, 
and Cesare gazed at lier as if questioning her sanity. But 
no objection was made, Alexander raising his face from his 
robe, in which he had concealed his agony oi grief, with a 
somewhat revived expression. 

A messenger was sent for the senator. 

Alexander himself commenced to fear that his daughter 
was crazed with her fears, but her firm and tranquil tone 
did not support this supposition. In a very brief time 
Cardinal Piccolomini entered, accompanied by the three 
magistrates, who composed his tribunal, two inquisitors and 
a notary. Restraining his exultation at the blow dealt the 
Borgia, he entered with all the humility befitting an audience 
with the Sovereign Pontiff. 

" My lord senator," said Lucrezia, after an instant's 
struggle with her warring impulses. " How is it that you 
have dared set aside ttie laws of Rome, and remove from the 
just punishment, due the crime of which he stood convicted 
before you, the knight of St. John? " 

" Hal Madonna, does it so bitterly stir your wrath to find 
Ihe trade of our orthodox and hot blooded Roman women 
meddled with? " said the Cardinal of SienWa, with a scornful 
smile. " But the senator of Rome, has a nigher office than 
merely to administer her laws. And assuredly the alliance 
with Ferrara is of sufficient importance to justify the de- 
spatch <^ a knave, who was likely to upset all the plans of his 
Hollnessi" 

" *Tis a fair mock, but let it be a plain onet " returned 
Loerezia. 
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" Whatl Have you not eveD the harlot's grace to clamor, 
when they call her by her name? " thundered Alexander. 

" Even as you will, illustrious ladyl Master Notary, read 
Mona Faustina's confession, made in our presence ere she 
departed to repeat it in Ferraral" replied Cardinal Pic- 
colomini, trembling with impatience. 

" What! Mona Faustina has gone to Ferrara? " shrieked 
Lucrezia, with delirious mirth. 

" Not on foot, illuatrious ladyl " replied the old cardinal, 
sardonically. 

" What matchless treacheryl " muttered Lucrezia, then 
she ordered the notary to proceed. 

The latter trembled and looted affrightedly at the PontifF, 
but Lucrezia repeated her demand, and falling on his knees, he 
obeyed. 

Mona Faustina, having fled at Cesaie's instigation, had 
confessed all she knew, witnessed or suspected of the inter- 
view of the previous night, which, though it alleged no 
positive guilt, left ample room for dark inference. She had 
related every particular of the scene, except the words, 
which she could not overhear, and so minutely that Lucrezia 
blushed to her very eyes and the Pontiff groaned aloud. 

" And therefore I deemed that the alliance might be 
balked but for a timely removal, and if I tracked him to his 
haunts I did but my duty," replied the inflexible partisan ttf 
the Orsini. 

" Villain! Prodigious traitor! " exclaimed Cesare, no 
longer able - to disguise his triumph. " And with all his 
semblance of austerity, himself the prey of unholy lusts, 
while aiming his poisoned shafts at us in tlie dark! " 

" Lucrezial " shouted the Pontiff, almost beside himself 

with rage. " Lucrezia! Why do you not speak? Why 

do yoQ not deny tiiis infamous allegation? The envoy 

of Ferrara in your chambers from nudni^^t till dawn? — 
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Moit wicked of your sex,— what say yon, — what say 
you? " 

" I am your daughter, your Holiness, and the betrothed 
of Alfonso of Ferrara," replied Lucrezia, calmly. " And all 
this tale is truel It is true that until last night, and until 
this long interview had passed between us, the faithful envoy 
was against the alliance, which on the following day he 
peifectedl " 

" We have yet to learn if Alfonso of Ferrara approves of 
tbe means talcen to prove your innocence, illustrious ladyl " 
sneered the Cardinal of Sienna. 

" Wretch! Do you publicly admit your guilt? " exclaimed 
the Pontiff despairingly. 

"If it be guilt to love, I am guilty indeed," replied 
Lucrezia, with flashing eyes. " But have I not often heard 
you bestow the praise above all the princes of Italy on 
Alfonso of Ferrara, for oil manly and heroic virtues? Would 
he ally himself with pollution? Would he give his children a 
mother whose name would bring the color to their brows? 
And to i^ove my innocence of tiiis crime — imputed either 
in deed or intent, I will tell you all, — my father, I tell you: — 
the kni^t of St John is Alfonso of Ferrara himself! '* 

A sudden lightning flash in a moonless night does not more 
suddenly light up all that is vague and indistinct than this 
revelation bursting on the paralyzed auditors. A silence 
ensued, like that after a tremendous thunderclap. Cesare 
was the first to recover his senses. 

" If this be so " — he stammered — " after last night's 
adventure, we shall not soon hear from Ferrara! " 

" We will despatch immediate pursuit to bring him back 
and to compel the alliance," said Alexander, gazing witii a 
troubled eye at his daughter's supreme loveliness. 

" Our Lady be praised, — he is beyond pursuit, and under 

no semblance of force will I accept his hand," said Lucrezia^ 
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firmly. " Let him but aniTe safely,— and remember, Cesaie, 
if anything befall him, I shall know the hand that dealt the 
blow and avenge his death by all I am or ever hope to be) " 

" How long have you known this, Lucrezia? " said Cesare, 
starting at these ominous words. " Did not mine omi ears 
hear him avow his errand among us? " 

" Ay! Then indeed I am the merest fool the Borgia's 
craft has yet entangledl " exclaimed the senator, at Qda 
unconscious revelation of Cesare's deception. 

" Retire — all! " said Alexander, with an infinitely 
troubled expression. " '^Hut will you do, Lucrezia? " he 
then turned to his dau^ter. 

" On the immediate arrival of Alfonso's envoys I stake my 
glory or my shame," she replied, throwing herself sobbing 
Into her father's arms. 
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CHAPTER IX 

"AUT CAESAR— AUT NIHIL I" 

OME days had elapsed since 
Alfonso's singular departuxe 
from Rome, when one bright 
morning in early autumn 
there was seen approaching 
a large and splendid caval- 
cade on the road from Tiroli. 
It entered Rome through the 
Porta del Popolo, the ancient 
Flaminian gate, and, without 
stopidng at any of the numerous hostelries, which the in- 
creasing travel caused to spring up in every part of the city, 
took the direction of the Vatican. There, Cardinal Ippolyto 
of Est^ dismounted from his white Berber stallion and 
entering the sacred palace unannounced, requested an 
immediate audience of the PontiS. 

Forthwith admitted, Alexander and the brother of Alfonso 
of Ferrara were closeted together for hours, the hitter's 
retinue being meanwhile drawn up before the Vatican with 
strict orders to sufFer no interference from any source what- 
ever. What transpired during the protracted conference, no 
one, even of the Pontiff's confidential advisers, was prepared 
to tell. But on the following morning, when the first shaft of 
light began to pierce the pearly dawn, a splendid cavalcade, 
re-enforced by a strong detachment of Swiss and Spanish 
guards, passed through the northern gate and entered the 
Toad leading towards Umbria. A closed Iltt^, jealously 
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guarded by a company of Dalmatian bowmen and Bpirote 
light cavalry in the pay of the duke of Ferrara, was strapped 
to the back of two mountain jennets, and when the sun had 
risen high in the heavens, there was nothing to betray the 
fact that Lucrezia Borgia bad left Rome forever, journeying 
under the protection of the Pontifi's body guard and the 
armed retinue of the Cardinal of Est^, on the road to her 
future destiny. 

And yet two ever vigilant eyes had followed the ducal 
cavalcade, until the last boiseman disappeared in the valley 
beyond Monte Mario and the lost gleam of their steel helmets 
liad vanished from sight. 

Hardly had the first shaft of the newly bom day pierced 
the grilled windows of Castel San Angelo, when Cesare Borgia 
summoned the castellan to the ramparts. 

When Miguelotto appeared, his countenance betrayed, 
against his wont, much of the inward anxiety and troubled 
workings of his mind. For the discovery of Alfonso's identity 
and the account the latter had to settle with the Catalan 
caused Miguelotto to look forward with dread to the time, 
when Lucrezia should join her prayers for his punishment 
with those of her lord, a request ^e Pontiff would be but too 
happy to grant, and Cesare dared not oppose. 

As he stepped on the ramparts, the duke pointed to the 
Tiburtinian highway. 

" On« among twelve apostles one Judas could hardly be 
found," be turned savagely upon the Catalan. " Now, of 
twelve men, eleven are traitors, and the twelfth can not be 
wholly trusted I Donna Lucrezia is out of Ronwl " 

Miguelotto gasped at the duke's intelligence and his coun- 
tenance looked ashen as he said: 

" And is all lost, your gra«, — irretrievably lost? '* 

The duke was pacing the rampart, his hands entwined 
behind bis back. 
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" NoUiing is lost as loag as I do not lose myseUI " he reidied 
fiercely. " Am I to forego my dutch on destiny? Am I to 
be made a fool and a mock, because file paternal bowels 
of his Holiness are filled with envy, because the Piazza at 
the Vatican is superior to that of Valladolid? They think 
my sun is setting; — but we have no time for speeches. We 
must prepare the final blow that shall crash among the un- 
suspecting lilie a thunderbolt into a vintage feast. Have 
you a trustwortiiy man among your Catalans, one familiar 
with the road to Umbria and skilled in the art of avoiding 
prying eyes? " 

" There is such a one," replied Mlguelotto, after a brief 
deliberation, — " from the country of Urbino." 

" By what special favor or dispensation does he serve in 
your company? " queried the duke. 

" It was he who betrayed to your grace the treason of 
Con Remiro d'Orco, Podesta of Romagnal " 

The duke nodded. 

" A ferocious youth who has served his apprenticeship 
with credit. He will some day be hung or broken on the 
wheel, — meanwhile he will serve our purpose! '* 

The duke continued his perambulation, then he suddenly 
paused directly before the castellan. 

" Here are despatches for Don Ugo de Cordova, governor 
of Faenza, enjoining him to receive within bis gates the 
plenipotentiary of the dukes of Ferrara and his retinue; to 
use persuasive prayers, and, if need be, force, to detain the 
ducal cavalcade under pretext of insecurity of the roads; 
to seize during the night the person of Donna Lucrezia and 
return her to Rome under a strong escort, to hold the Cardinal 
of Est£ prisoner for violating the treaty according to which no 
armed forces may enter the territory of Romagna, and not to 
permit even an echo of what has happened to pass bey<md the 
walls and bastions of Faenzat " 
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Migoelotto stared at the duke in utter amazement. At- 
thcnigli to a degree imbued with Cesare's daring, this open 
defiance of the Pontiff, and in the person of Ferrara of all 
Lombard princes of Italy, was bolder than anything his own 
slavish brain was able to conceive. Withal tiieie was one 
thought uppermost in his mind, and tiiis was echoed in the 
question: 

" But my lord Alfonso — what of him? " 

The duke nodded sarcastically. 

" There are certain herbs that send one to a far-off land 
without changing horses by the way; and — what is vastly 
more important, without leaving any traces on the road." 

The Catalan nodded. 

" It is merely a question between the short and the long 
sleepl" 

The duke continued to pace up and down on the ramparts. 

" Here is applicable the devil's proverb: The greatest 
evil is the best! I have studied the conjunction of the planets 
and I have discovered that on a certain day Sol is in the sign 
of the Serpent: two hostile influences are approaching each 
other in the heavens, —let those on earth choose the day and 
the hour. On the tenth day from to-day I mean to give a 
feast to the newly appointed cardinals in the villa of Adrian 
di Cometo. Hie vineyard of Pizzo di Merlo is in evil repute 
since my unfortunate brother died on the night after dis- 
porting himself so gayly at Siguora Vanozza's, our mother's 
feast. His Holiness will be present at the repast, and to allay 
all suspicion Cardinal Cometo will assume the role of host, 
permitting us out of the goodness of his holy heart to furnish 
the rare wines to be served on that occasion. The friar, I 
hope, no longer doubts the efficacy of our miracle-working 
draught, since he has himself seen the effect? " 

" It is a miracle! The old hag has flown away from her 
dungeon, leaving but a most vile, sulphureous stenchi " 
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" Tlu devil takes care of his oinil But the blue crystal 
containing the antidote — you have secured it, as I 
directed? " 

" My lord, the flask has disappeared with the witch," 
replied Miguelotto, then, noting the cloud iriiich settled on 
Cesare's countenance, he continued: " Yet I deem her 
departure most opportune indeedl For though I had her 
meals prepared from my own table, she smacted her lips 
contemptuously at the first taste and looked snakily at met 
By the five wounds) To dwell in security under one roof 
with that hag one should have to diet perpetually on masses 
and antidotes I " 

The duke tried in vain to conceal his chagrin over the 
castellan's tidings. 

" Let the vaults where she exercised her unholy spells be 
searched again," he said after a pause. " I must have the 
blue crystal, ~ where her withered carcass has blown to, I 
care not. I would not have the feast marred by the absence 
of even so trifling an ingredient Fate is inimical to mankind; 

— trust not, fear not, has always been my motto I What a 
surprise we shall spring on the holy assembly, — on his 
Holiness, who is fast going into his dotage, — on the people 
of Rome, who have waited so long for a miracle, that it will 
require a special dispensation to purge them of their doubts 
and qualms. And such a miracle as we have in store for themi 

— Even the Holy Father will believel " 

" And is Donna Lucrezia to be present at the feast, that 
her ears may tingle with its music? " 

" For once, Miguelotto, you are nimble witted: Lucrezia 
shall exchange the ducal crown of Feirara for an empress* 
diadem, and Cesare shall at last have come into bis ownt 
Then let my enemies howl and scream and rage, — and you, 
Miguelotto, shall serve a Roman emperorl " 

" A Roman emperorl " exclaimed the castellan, ag^iast 
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** Are w»T<min<n and the Gemun Ghibelliiws stunmooed by 
the Guelfs to Italy? " 

" Can you rave thus when you look upon my axe with 
wiilch I hacked the thick skulls of OiiTerotto's Rhenish rob- 
bers? " xetuined Cesare, raising a weapon which was covered 
with clots of blood. " The crown is in Rome, and thither 
an emperor goes to claim it, whose name is, and whose deeds 
perchance may be >— an echo of the first Ctesarl " 

After a pause of utter amazement, and, indeed, someiHiat 
of awe at the daring of the ambition revealed, Higuelotto 
replied with evident incredulity: 

" Will your hlg^mess have patience with my dull compr»- 
bension? Albeit his Holiness dearly cherishes your person, 
no pope will endure an emperor in Romel " 

" But what if the question be reversed, — what emperor 
will endure a pope In Rome? " replied Cesare calmly. " And 
this may be the alternative within the calendar of the present 
month." 

" To dethrone the Holy Father I A deed which even ttie 
accursed Turk and paynim would scarcely darel " exclaimed 
the castellan. 

"Thou superstitious knave 1 But In truth, — my holy 
father — and Lucrezia's holy father, — and thine, — yes, 
thine, — if thou wilt and daresti " said Cesare vehemently, 
" But I speak not of dethroning, but of usurping the imperial 
seat, which priests have so long usurped. Standing, Uiey 
may recover some of their ancient humility and holiness 
which they have for ages retained only in titlel What say 
you, Mjguelotto? In what respect Is Alexander so dear and 
sacred to you that you should fear to follow in aught I should 
plan against his sway? '* 

" But will the Romans prefer the strong dominion of a 
soldier to the faint mastery of a priest? '* 

" I trust to secure at least their silent acquiescence,** 
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returned Cesare. " Or have you fM'gotteii the day ot Sini- 

gaglia? " 

"Nay, that I have not, my lordl But — vere it not too 
late — omens are not to be despised) I had a fearful dream 
last night," said Miguelotto, and observing tiiat Cesare 
looked at him with some attention he continued: 

" I thought I was at high mass in the old cathedral at 
Murviedro, trying to recite my prayers. And all the people 
whose gaze I met, looted at me with such scorn and loathing 
that my tongue clove to my mouth. And while I was trying 
to pray at least: Jesu peccavi -- I heard a strange stir, and 
I saw the people pressing towards the doors, as if to witness 
some strange spectacle without, and for the most part they 
were men whom I have known In your grace's service. But 
suddenly the doors of the church flew open of their own accord, 
and in rushed a giant, raging mad, with a club in his hand as 
broad as a man's girth; and I knew it was his Holiness, and 
he dashed out brains on every side as if men's skulls were 
egg-shells, yelling: ' My sonl Hy sonl Where are the 
murderers of my son? ' And then I remembered the dute, 
your brother, and took refuge in the very agony of fear under 
the huge tomb of the Aguilars, lords of Murviedro; and then 
I fancied that the stones rolled away that prop it, and the 
whole crushing weight came down upon me. And in the 
struggle of my doom, I awohel " 

" If dreams could frighten, Miguelotto, your dull fancy 
shapes none so terrible as those that visit my couch," replied 
Cesare, not altogether undisturbed. *' The oracle is oidy, 
that if you stumble on an ill ending, you cannot say yon 
did so unforewamed. But I tell you, it is too late, though 
the fiend rose beneath our feet to warn us back! Where is 
the monk? " 

" I hear him even now, your grace, with his Tric-troc. 

His solitary confinement has affected bis wits; for the most 
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part it happens so, for even Donna Fiamma has a strange 
way of lootdng at one and asks how time goestby the obelisk 
In the piazza, which is older than Rome itself, they sayl " 
replied the castellan. 

" Tric-trocl Tric-trocI How strangely the world whirls 
round and round and takes no rest," muttered the friar, as 
he stepped out on the ramparts into the glorious light of 
morning, changing his perturbed expression to one of calm 
as he recognized the duke. 

" Your grace — the witch you harbored in this castle has 
flown to the stars, all uniepenting and unabsolved! " he said 
addressing Cesare. 

*' The fiend speed her journey and grant her a safe 
arriTal," returned Cesare, In the nasal chant of the 
clergy. 

" The duke of Romagna says so, — and he is an oraclel " 
said Fra Bruno, with a momentary expression in his eyes 
which startled the suspicious Borgia. 

" Call me an orade if you will, — but look you, that I do 
not raise my Toice and prophesy unto you — for, though not 
anointed of the Lord, my words may be fulfllledJ " he said. 
" But no, I trust in you, and you shall be our only miracle 
worker! Despite Miguelotto's proclamations, and bolts and 
bars and prayers, most supematurally shall you keep your 
word and appear in the I^azza of St. Peter to work miracles! 
Tour citation shall tear the bride of Ferrara from her doting 
lover's side and fetch her to Rome; your denunciation shall 
bring down destruction, sudden as lightning on the princes 
of the church, the simonists named in the schedulel And, if 
tlie remnants of the Colonua and Oisini burst out into 
open rebellion, and the mob recognizes your miraculous 
mission, and Alexander can find no other fortress but this 
castle for his refuge, no rescue but the swords of my guards: — 
with the Pontiff in Castol San Angelo — the factions war- 
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ring in Rome — myself emperor, — yoa a saint, — and 
Lucrezia — " 

" What is she? " said the Dominican, his gaze flashing 
insanely on the duke. 

" A nun of the Beverest orderl " said Cesaie imperturbed. 

"A miraclel A miraclel" exclaimed Fra Bruno, with 
strange mirth. 

" There shall be more miradesl " replied the duke. '* I 
trust none to give instructions to the butlers or cup-beaieis 
but myself. Our sire is a Spanish drinker, but the weather is 
hoti Yet, Miguelotto, six bottles of that miraculous wine 
may serire our turn. We two will content ourselves with those 
sealed with lead, though not of so great a distinction as those 
with the silver crowns intended for our guestst " 

" It is impossible that suspicion should arise, my lordt " 
replied Miguelotto. 

" But there must be some signal to the butler, when he is 
to serve from his priceless bin to our very dear friends," said 
Cesare thoughtfully. " The signal shall be," he added after a 
few moments <d deliberation, " that he is to send me a salver 
of peaches. They shall be of the number of the doomed and 
picked by my own hand. And now be off with you, friar — 
I have some final Instructions for Miguelotto." 

Vn. Bruno gave a slight start, as if he had been lost In 
meditation, but he immediately complied and retiied with a 
deep bend. 

" The time shall yet come, when your work is done, that 
I shall learn the object of your special mission," said Cesare, 
following him with perturbed gaze. Then he turned to Migue- 
lotto. 

Reverting to their former discourse, be placed a sealed and 
carefully tied letter in his hand. 

" This for Ugo de Cordova, governor of Faenza. Despatch 

tiu messenger at oncel At Civita Castellana let him take the 
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mountain road. He will outstrip the Est^'s cavalcade by one 
day! '» 

The Catalan bowed and disappeaied; while Cesare Boi^ 
continued for some time his perambulatioiis on the nunparts 
of Castel San Angelo. 
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CHAPTER X 

THE FEAST OF THE CRIMSON CARNATIONS 

HE stm bad set behind tbe 
Ostian hills. 

The gardens enTirontng the 
vilU of Cardinal Adrian di 
Cometo as in a magic drde 
of enchantment lay bathed 
in the whiteness of the soar- 
ing moon. The tall cypresses 
caught the silver sheen and 
dropped it down on ter- 
races and colonnades, mistily detached against the 
silnr-misted foliage. Through the black arches of the yew 
tree arbor, in the circular enclosure of which the feast in honor 
of the newly appointed cardinals was to be given, the moon- 
light fell like snow on balustrades and terraces. In the dusky 
green shone statues of Bacchantes, Fauns, Nereides, and 
Tritons. It was as though the genius of pleasure had poored 
all the riches of his ioexbaustible realm on the merry company, 
soon to assemble here, to greet the victorious duke of Romagna 
and the Holy Father of Christendom. 

Thousands of colored lights hung in long festoons from tree 
to tree. The quaintly dipped laurel and yew bushes, that 
bordered the wonder-land, were starred with semi-circular 
lights. Scattered here and there stood old ruins; statues 
gray with the corrosion of time and air revealed themselves 
in the thickets. Silvery moonlight gleamed down dim vistas; 
bronze and marble statues held torches and braziers of flame. 
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The open space between the two centre avenues was screened 
by an immense hedge of cypress, like a wall of tapestry. 

Already ten of the newly appointed cardinals had arrived; 
the Cardinal of Stiigonia was eageMy conversing with the 
host) who could not conceal a certain misgiving, when the 
dote of Romagna and the Pontiff, attended by a magnificent 
group of nobles and church dignitaries made their entrfmce, 
and Adrian di Cometo hastened to bid them welcome. 

The festal board had been spread in a circular clearing, 
decorated with gold colored festoons, and thither the guests 
betook themselves, each taking his appointed seat. 

But the agitated look of the Pontiff excited and absorbed 
the attention of the guests, and Alexander's pallor could 
scarcely be accounted for by the excessive heat, which was 
just beginning to yield to a fresher evening breeze. Cesare 
also wore an aspect of perturbation, but without obvious 
reason his manner suddenly changed to a wild gayety. 

Alexander aat for some moments in deep silence, listening 
apparently to the compliments which C^are addressed to 
their host, while Burkliardt presented the new cardinals in 
his usual set speech. 

" There are some we miss,** Cesare said regretfully, after 
tiie master of ceremonies had finished. " Tet the church is 
indeed enriched in many ways by acquisitions so illustrious, 
an chosen by heavenly inspiration, for what other was there 
in the matter, Plough we caimot boast, that we discern one 
among you of those whom we ardently recommended in our 
prayers to such an honor. Tet — thongh we had no share in 
your elevation, most reverend cardinals, we most heartily 
rejoice therein and have graced this feast with our presence 
to show our satisfaction." 

Mirth and laughter soon superseded every other sound or 

sensation. Even Adrian di Cometo, the host of the evening, 

aeemed to share in the general revelry. Tet tbam was some- 
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thing uncanny and ghostly in the doubtful flicter and spark 
of mirth. 

" I pray you, eat heartily," the host addressed his guests, 
" if but to keep me company. It may be said that large eaters 
are not graceful men; but never was a small eater a good 
companion." 

A peacock with tail magnificently spread, the supreme 
effort of Italian cuisine, had been placed before the astonished 
guests. 

The silver chalices they drank from were replenished with 
white wine from Montefiascone, or with red from the slopes 
of Vesuvius. 

" Tour Holiness will have been pleased," remarked Cometo, 
addressing the Pontiff, " to hear ^ the discovery at Hadrian's 
Tiburtine Villa? " 

" What is the discovery? " inquired Cesare. 

" A wonderful mosaic, representing a wreath of flowers 
of marvellous workmanship." 

" Those ancients were wonderful men; they made their 
roses and their loves immortal; only their songs cannot reach 

Ufit" 

The peacock was removed; its place was filled by quails 
stuffed with herbs, which dish paid the penalty of the pea- 
cock's toughness. 

In the midst of the conversation Uiere appeared a dark 
robed friar under the shadow of the cypress hedge. Efe was 
standing motionless like a pillar agaii^t the spectral shadow 
gloom. He was tall and thin, his face pale and ghastly. His 
eyes were fixed with a grave and mournful expression on the 
(dace where the PontifF sat. The joy which beamed on the 
face of the revellers appeared not on his. He seemed like a 
statue among the living. And, strange as it seemed, no one 
seemed to feel his presence. 

The moon had risen higlier in a sky as densely violet as 
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purple pansy leaves. The fountains muimured dreamily 
throu^ their shadowy recesses. On the bosom of the marble 
cinctured late two snow white swans were floattng silently 
and far amidst groves of myrtle and aloe nightingales warbled 
tiieir songs of love. 

It was the Pontiff who broke the silence. 

" The Sacred College," he said, turning to Cesare, " to 
prove how illfounded all reports of ill affection between us — 
has unanimously recommended to us a measure to which we 
have given our consent. And thus we have resolved to change 
your ducal title and to create you King of Romagnal " 

Cesare himself was staggered for a few instants, but, re- 
gaining his equanimity, he replied with strangely brief and 
cold thanks. 

" Romognal We fear it will become a sound which even 
file crown of a king cannot make pleasant to our earl Is it 
by your Holiness' command that the duchess of Ferrara 
delays in Faenza? " 

" In Faenza? " exclaimed the Pontiff, turning pale. 

" In Faenza," replied Cesare. " And I would beseech your 
Holiness to command that she continue her journey." 

At this moment ashadow was seen rushing down the avenue, 
passing lite a whirlwind through tte line of guards and 
precipitating himself before tte Pontiff. 

The latter started up in terror; while tte eyes of tte guests 
were eagerly directed towards tte dark-robed messenger, 
and Cesare's brows contracted ominously. 

" A messenger from ter highness," the intruder stammered 
breathlessly, placing a scroll in the hands of the Pontiff. 

" What is the news? How fares it with our young duchess? 
Were you present at her arrival? " queried Alexander im- 
petuously. " AlasI Since she has gone all light seems to 
have departed from my eyes. What says ste? Wtet remem- 
brance has ste sent to our love? " 
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" Holy Father, my message is for your private ear 
alone," said the mesenger, and hi& pleading tone roused 
the Pontiff. 

" Tou speak as from a sepulchre! Why do you keep the 
bars of your helmet down? Or deem you that we are to trust 
our person to a stranger? " 

" I have here a letter to warrant as much," replied the 
messenger, kneeling and presenting Lucrezia's letter. 

" We have not yet forgotten the poisoned package of 
Tomaso TomasL Yet this is our Lucrezia's hand, which 
nothing evil can imitate," said Alexander, taking the epistle. 
As he read, he turned ashen pale, while the duke of Romagna's 
eyes gleamed dangerously. 

" It is a mad Jestl " the Pontifi exclaimed at last. " Or 
are we all the dupes of one who tuts duped us one and all? 
Speak boldlyl This letter bids us trust you, whatever tidings 
you may divulge, whatever accusation you may utter and 
against whomsoever! But first, where did you leave our 
Lucrezia? Safe in her princely husband's arms? " 

" Safe, Holy Father — safe out of Faenza, despite the 
treachery of those who intended that its walls should become 
her prisonl " 

" Safe out of Faenza,— Cesare's mightiest fortress? " said 
Alexander, incredulously. 

** Tour Holiness may judge when you shall know for what 
purpose, to execute what designs, the duke of Romagna has 
made me second in command in Faenza," replied the mes- 
senger, with a calmness hardly to be expected in the presence 
of a man whose treachery he thus betrayed. 

" Let us have the whole storyl " Cesare exclaimed, witii 
a Satanic expression on his face. 

Frequent exclamations of incredulity, anger and amazement 

from Alexander interrupted the narrator, who divulged a 

plot which had not its like for devilish ingenuity. Ugo 
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de Cordova was to assume tbe role of intermediary between 
the duke and the betrothed of Alfonso; by some mischance he 
was to drop a hint, arousing the latter's jealousy and suspi- 
cion; a letter, purporting to come from Cesare, was to be 
delivered to the prince of Ferrara, in which the duke of 
Romagna avowed his ardent longing for Lucrezia, and bade 
her be patient for a short time longer. Having thus caused 
an immediate and peremptory rupture and consequent dis- 
solution of the betrothal, Lucrezia was to be kept shut up in 
her brother's mightiest fortress, while AUonso was permitted 
to return to Ferrara. 

" What frenzied falsehood is this? " exclaimed the Pontiff. 
" Is it of your own invention, to gratify some imaginary 
wrong, or what fiend has whispered this nightmare into 
your ear? The rebellious Orsini are extinct,— we are the 
arbiters of Italy, — and you come to me with this false tale? 
Begone from our presence, perjurerl Or, rather, you shall 
go to Castel San Angelo to abide the duke's just resent- 
ment of your calunmiesl " 

" Your Holiness is treating this fable as It must needs be,— 
with the contempt so flimsy a tale deserves. We know not 
if be who burdens our ears with calumnies so flagrant is in 
his senses or in some manner bewitched, — with your 
Holiness' sanction we shall order him removed to a quiet 
spot, where we may analyze his ailment." 

And, rising from his seat, the duke of Romagna beckoned 
to the captain of the guard. 

Ere tlie latter could approach, tlgo de Cordova turned to 
the Pontiff. 

" Then this token must protect me; if not, let the duke 
prove me false, his body against mine — and I am content," 
replied the captain of Faenza, raising his voice. 

" It is indeed her ring," gasped the Pontiff, " it is her ring, 

which li^tly she would not have parted with. But how, if 
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your legend has bat the shadow of truUi in it, — how is 
Luciezia out of Faenza, — and how are yoa here? " 

" They intended me to be the assasBin of her noble husband, 
if the plot to murder her own fair fame proved unsuccessful, 
dius giving a pretext for my own destruction, when the time 
was ripe, and therefore I boast of no merit in foiling the plot," 
replied the young leader, and with unruffled calmness he 
continued his story, and it seemed as if some direful spell 
compelled the Pontifi and the duke and the cardinals to 
listen aghast in utter sUence. 

" It is not true, — it cannot be true, — itshallootbetruel " 
exclaimed tlie Pontifi at length, clenching his hands and 
looking upward, as if imploring tlie heavens to overthrow 
even the laws of moral evidence in his behalf. 

A lurid smile played on the lips of the duke of Romagna. 

" Your Holiness has always been renowned for your 
wisdom — why waste the predous moments with a mad 
man's gibberish? — CaptainI " 

The Pontiff raised his hand. 

" No one gives orders here save ourselves. We will Usteo 
to the endl" 

The duke bowed acquiescence, but, if his glance had been 
lightning, Ugo de Cordova would not have lived to finish 
his tale. 

" Read tiben these intercepted tidings from the duke's 
emissary, — death aided me to win this testimony," said 
Cordova, producing a scroll still splashed with the blood trf 
its bearer. 

At the ^ht of the parchment, and on hearing how he 
obtained it, the duke rose from his chair so fast and furious 
that he almost overturned it 

" Slave) Have you dated to wa^y my messenger and to 
rob him of what was another's? " he shouted, his fingers 
playing nervously with the jewelled hilt of lUs dagger. 
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" I have teanied in your grace's school," replied Cor- 
dova, springing to bis feet and grasping his own weapon. 

" Peacel " thundered the Pontiff. " The first who draws 
in our presence shall pay for it with his lifel The duke of 
Romagna is jealous of our favor," he added, after a quick, 
despairing examination of this Irresistible proof. " We knew 
not he was jealous of his sister's lovel Nor that he devised an 
expedient to stop her on her wayl " 

" Your Holiness notes the conclusion of this scroll, which 
promises that the dube's forces from Romagna are to march 
on Rome — wherefore they come you have yet to leaml " 

" In trudi the duchess of Ferrara speaks of some treason 
plotted against us, ^ offers her lord's aid against her 
brother," the Pontiff continued, again lapsing into doubt. 
" The Holy See, in our person, is not yet at a pass to require 
the good favors of a Lombard duke." 

" niis jest goes too far, your Holiness! ** Cesaie now 
interposed with such hatred hi his eyes that the Pontiff was 
overawed for a time. " Captain of the guardsl This man 
is your prisoner. Away with him to Castel San Angelol " 

There was something in Cordova's look which gave the 
Pontiff back his reassurance. 

He beckoned to De Leya, captain of the Vatican guard. 

" Conduct Don Ugo de Cordova to the Vatican and treat 
him as becomes his rank. We shall give him further audience 
on our letuml " 

" Holy Father, what needs it, when we have listened to 
Cordova's madness until our ears tingle with his lies," 
interposed Cesare, somewhat alarmed, but he was immedi- 
ately silenced. 

" Thus shall it be — and thus we shall know for once and 
for all time who is master in Rome," replied Alexander 
wifli a strong shudder, which Cesare remarted, not without 
satisfaction. 
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" Nay then," said Cesare, iriiile Cordova and De Leya 
disappeared in the adjacent copGe, " let us all pledge each 
other in a loving quaffi — Bid Messer Antonio send me the 
scarlet flasks! " 

The arrival of the chief butler with his retinae of cup- 
bearers and precious wines in the scarlet crystal soon claimed 
the general attention. The duke of Romagna watched the 
butler so anxiously as he opened the bottles that everything 
else for the nonce was forgotten. Only, after he ha.d con- 
vinced himself that his own goblet and that of the Pontiff 
had been filled from the bottles sealed with lead, and all the 
others from those sealed with silver, he beckoned to Migue- 
lottOt who stood at a respectful distance, 

" The times are dangerous," he whispered, " and it is 
well that we be prepared for worse. Post your guards 
round the vineyard to keep the rabble from invading it, 
after the first news of some extraordinary events have 
s^ad, and have the gates of Castel San Angelo opened 
and jrour forces arrayed that we may at least lodge the 
person of his Holiness in safety, if any disorder should 
•rise." 

At last the assembly arose and each of the cardinals, 
raising his goblet, awaited the signal from the Pontiff, to 
drain it. Cesare's face reflected an expression of eagerness 
and fearful mirth, which failed in its responsiveness on the 
part of the Pontiff. Alexander's hand trembled as he raised 
die goblet, and after a moment's hesitation he set it down 
again, and thrust his hand into the breast of his robe. 

" The most Blessed Host," he mumbled. " An astronomer 
told me I should not die as long as I did not part with it." 
Then he added loudly, " We have left it in our chamberl 
Monsignor Caraffa, pray hasten to the palace and bring us 
our reliquary. Yet no, — no, — we require no snch safe- 
guard, — not here, — not heret " 
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Then somewhat confusedly glancing around, he raised the 
goblet and, without giving the toast, drained it. 

" Your Holiness has forgotten the health of tlte King of 
Romagna," aaid Cesare, smiling, but looking disappoint- 
edly at the guests, who stared at each odier, but did not 
drink. 

" 'Tis truet An omission easily repaired. Refilll " 
replied the Pontiff hurriedly. " We bad forgotten, — not 
forgotten — but we know not how, — our thoughts were 
wandering — we seem scarcely at home in the sacred palace, 
since our sunlight has departed from us foreverl Our 
age grows very lonely. — To the health of the King ci 
Romagna." 

Again the Pontiff drained the goblet, and this time every 
cardinal present followed his example, to the unbounded satr 
isfaction of Cesare, whose eyes, lighted up with malidous 
triumph, swiftly darted firom cup to cup, to be certain that 
none had shunned the doom to which he bad dedicated 
them. 

But all had drained their cup, to the last drop. 

Lurid with dire inward joy, Cesaie then arose to return 
the pledge and drink to the health of the new cardinals, in 
which Alexander, hoping to quell his increasing perturbation, 
joined. 

Cesare ttien ordered the goblets refilled to drink to the 
future happiness of the duchess of Ferrara. 

Alexander eagerly joined in this toast, and unconsciously, 
probably for the first time since his elevation to the pontifical 
chair, in public, he called Lucrezia his beloved daughter, the 
duke of Romagna's sister. 

The cardinals looked at one another, somewhat scandal- 
ized, and Cesare exclaimed with a covert and strange sneer 
in his tone; 

" Nayl None can deny that his Holiness has ever treated 
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my Bister as his daughter, — his dearly beloved daughter, — 
indeedl" 

Alexander's eye fell for an instant with an indescribable and 
temfic expression on the duke, and all the marble calm of 
his visage could scarcely turn the lightning dart of that 
fierce inquiring gaze. 

At this moment the eyes of the guests fell upon the hitherto 
motionless form of the monk in the shadow of the cypress 
hedge. The duke's gaze was likewise attracted to the gloomy 
guest, if guest he might be called, for he gave the monk a 
nod, with a significant glance at the drained goblets, then he 
ordered them refilled for the last time. 

Again the assembly arose. They seemed to wait for 
some one to propose a toast, when the monk strode slowly 
towards the revellers and, raising himself to his full height, 
without any sign of reverence or respect for the august pres- 
ence in which he stood, his visage bloodless but instinct with 
terrible passion, he turned to the duke of Romagna. 

" There is one missing at this feast," he said, in a strange 
and mournful voice. — " Cesare Borgia, — where is your 
brother, — the duke of Gandia? " 

The duke's visage turned to ashen tints, but he smiled as 
raising his goblet he said: 

" Alas, he has gone to a place whence there is no retumi " 

" Perchance he is but reluctant to appear among youl 
Let him bear the voice he heard last on earth) " 

The duke's eyes flashed fire. 

" What means this trick, friar? Are you mad? " 

" Are you afraid, dute of Romagna? " said the monk, 
fixing his cold merciless gaze upon the Borgia. 

Cesare's face was livid. A lurid smile played on his lips. 

The monk grasped one of the goblets. 

" To Francesco Borgia, — duke of Gandial " he said* 
fixing his eyes upon tiie Pontiff. 
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Cesaie hesitated. 

** Aie you afraid, duke of Romagna? " tix monk 
queried, again. 

Trembling the duke put his goblet to his lips. 

"To our dearly beloved Francesco I" he stammered, 
emptied his goblet at a gulp and set it down with a shudder. 

" That was the voice of his murdererl " shrieked a voice 
in the thicket, and, with inconceivable swiftness, a woman 
rushed into the clearing to Alexander's chair, throwing herself 
frantically at his feet. 

Alexander, who had witnessed the scene irith a tremor 
which caused him to spill some of the crimson wine, now 
started up as if lightning had struck the ground beside him, 
while Cesare stared at the kneeling woman as upon an appari- 
tion from the beyond. 

" What frenzy is this? " exclaimed the Pontiff. " Who are 
you? What know you of our Francesco? What was he to 
you? What are you speaking of murder? " 

" I am Fianuna, daughter of Stephen Colonna — '* 

" The paramour of Sultan Zem — " 

It was the voice of Miguelotto. 

Fiamma glared at her calumniator. 

" It is a lie, uttered by a cur, a base infamous lie, invented 
by a devil in human guise to screen his own head from the 
just retribution due his perjuries and crimesi " she shrieted, 
pointing to Cesare. 

" We will believe you, daughter, — calm yourself, — we 
will believe you,** said ttie Pontiff, far from calm himself. 
" What know you of our beloved, long-lost Francesco, — 
what was he to you? " 

" What know I of your — of my Francesco, — whom I 
loved dearer than life itself — of Francesco, who had to die 
that yonder fiend, yonder devil might live — " 

" Woman — be sparing villi your epithets, lest his 
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HoUiMSS become jealous," interposed tiie duke witti lurid 
mirth, exdungliig a nod with Miguelotto, who had drawn 
neaier. 

At the sound of the duke's voice the woman shuddered 
as if in an ague. 

A dark cloud had gathered upon the Pontiff's brow. 

" Speak on, daughter of tiie Colonnal " he turned to tin 
kneeling woman. " When and how perished your lover — 
your Francesco? Is the complaint against any ruffian, iriiose 
lord supports instead of punishes his crime? " 

And the Pontiff's eyes slowly wandered from Flamma to 
Miguelotto, who, unable to bear the searching look of the 
Pontiff, precipitately receded. 

"Or — " Alexander contlnned, a darkening memory pass- 
ing over his brow, " is it — is it — but no matter who, — I 
swear by the ashes of St. Peter that I will see justice done to 
this criminal, whoever he be, no matter what his station or 
name, ere I sleep to-night, even were he as near to me as — 
the duke of Romagnat " 

" Your Holiness is listening to a mad woman," Cesare 
interposed. " We ourselves have left no stone unturned to 
clutch at some clue of the murderer, ever since our dear and 
hapless brother met his mysterious doomi " 

" We will hear the woman of the Colonna's," the Pontiff 
replied in a tone which caused Cesare to shrink back abashed. 

At this moment the monk stepped to her side, and, thrown 
ing back his cowl, revealed the severe Spanish features of 
Fra Bruno Lanfranclii, imbued with a spiritualized pallor 
from long and severe suffering. 

*< Remember your story now, Fianuna, — repeat the 
whole tale as you have told it to me, — how they tore him 
from your arms, — your cries, — their stabs, — his long 
golden hair, so like Lucrezia's, drenched in blood, — how 
they dragged the body away, — and what they did with 
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it — " be said, laying his Iiand on tbe woman's shoulder, 
as if to aid her tat the (»:deal. 

Uttering a heartrending moan as flie words struck on 
all the jarring stdngs of her memory, Fiamma now poured 
forth the dreadful revelation with such passionate vehemence 
that the audience listened in spellbound amazement, yet 
fearful of betrajring their emotions. 

" This farce Is growing someirtut dangerous! " Cesare 
interposed, fixing the Pontiff with a look which implied that 
he was no longer to be trifled with. " Your Holiness forgets 
that while we listen to this mad reverie, tbe world is listening 
too. Miguelotto, — do your dutyl " 

The Catalan advanced, wavering between obedience and 
fear, when the Pontiff arose, and with a countenance 
awful in his anguish, spread his arms in protection over 
Fiamma. 

" Receive my malediction, CainI Advance another step 
and with my own hands I will slay youl " 

Like a wild beast in his lair, C^are started at these words. 
Heedless of tbe Pontiff's curse be started to spring upon the 
hapless woman. 

" This then is your love for me, wanton! " he gasped, 
almost choked by his own passion. 

With astonishing swiftness Fiamma flew behind tile Pont- 
iff's chair, whence she faced the dute of Somagna Uke 
some beautiful goddess of vengeance. 

" Love you, — the red-handed assassin! " she shrieked with 
the excess of her own frantic grief. " Enow then that I 
have lied to you when I whispered words of endearment into 
your ears, that I feigned Jealousy but to lull your suspicions, 
that with every kiss of these defiled lips, with every caress, 
I had it in my heart to slay you, had I not reserved my 
vengeance for this hour, — wten the just retribution of your 
crimes will strike you down from tbe pinnacle of your power, 
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where you shall envy the meanest slave that wears your 
shacklesl Assassin, I curse youl " 

The duke stood as though petrified, but ere he could reply 
or carry out his intent Fra Bruno stepped between him and 
the Pontiff. 

" And now hear mine," said the friar, his eyes gleamiii£ 
with insane fire, his attitude that of a prophet of old, de- 
nouncing the oppressors t^ the faith. " This very night I had 
a vision: I beheld a putrid carcass breed a snake, which came 
forth and stung the murderer, and straightway he swelled and 
burst, and it was given to me to crush the reptQe even with 
mine unsandalled feet. And the carcass returned to life and 
assumed the form oi one whom you have all seen, and shall 
see no morel " 

" But the ancient prophets showed signs of their di- 
vine commission, and where are thine? " replied Cesare 
mockingly. 

" What sign is there more manifest," returned the monk, 
" than that Cesare Borgia, the fratricide more cruel than 
Cain, the tyrant more remorseless than Nero, the infidel 
more unbelieving than Judas, should plan the refonnatioa 
of the Church? Were it more marvellous if the ruins that 
strew the wastes of the seven hills were suddenly to rise again 
in all their former magnificence? " 

" Monk — though you are mad, there is a nudice in your 
ravings which may distinguish you from your fellow maniacs," 
said Cesare, kindling with the monk's denunciations. 

" I appeal to your Holiness' protection — by this signl " 
returned the monk with a bitter smile, producing Alexander's 
box of the Eucharist. 

The Pontiff started up in terror. 

" Monk, — are you a sorcerer? Else where did you obtain 
this talisman? " he queried, with fathomless gloom in his 
Toke. 

453 



Digitized by Google 



THE FEAST OF CARNATIONS 

'* This toten WS8 idaced in my hands by one commissiuoed 
to delimr it to the duke of Ronugna, — to make life less of a 
burden tor your Holiness," the monk replied, with a fearful 
0ance at the duke. " But you demand my proofe, and I 
answer: Am I not at liberty? Have I not compelled the 
grave to reveal its secrets? And now hear me, Sodrigo and 
Cesare Borgial Heaven is at last weary of your crimes, and 
the hour of doom, of justice, of retribution is at hand. T]k- 
rants and assassins I Within the hour I command you bofli 
to render up your detestable souls to vengeance, cursed wlfli 
the assurance of each other's hatred and guilt; and on the 
answer to this summons do I stake my claim to be held as 
a prophet of the living God or a lying impostor of the fiendl " 

" Parricide — have you poisoned my drink? " Alexander 
suddenly exclaimed, his face turning deadly pale, while he 
started from his chair, but after a momentary struggle and 
vacant grasping of air, he fell back with a groan. 

" My own heart is on fire, — of this at least I am not 
guilty," gasped Cesare, in iriiose own breast the direful 
potion bad begun to work. " Hellish sorcerer — have you 
poisoned us? " 

The cardinals started to their feet in terror. 

" Nay, your grace, — I but changed the leaden corks for 
silver — an honorable distinction due to your rank and 
merit," replied the monk, with a smile (rf nnutterable 



" Bear me away — I am dying — to the Vatican — not 
to San Angelo — not to San Angelol " groaned the Pontiff, 
and, with one last terrific g^ce at Cesare, he sank senseless 
into the aims of Burkhardt. 

" An antidote! An antidote! A thousand crowns for tiie 
old witch! " screamed the duke, frantic with convulsions. 

" Your grace calls in vain — she has preceded you and has 
taken the antidote with bert " exclaimed Flamma, feasting 
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her ejns on the teirible sufferings of the duke, then with a 
cry: " This at last is justicel " she darted by the prostrate 
fonn and disappeared in the copee. 

"My lordl My lordl Fly— flyl" at this moment 
Miguelotto approached the duke. " Monsignor d'Enna 
has azTired with fearful news. The Orsini and the Colonna 
are in full march on Rome — and with them your arch- 
enemy — Cardinal Juliano delle Roverel " 

" Then all is losti " gasped Cesare, rolling over and over, 
while none of the bystanders dared to touch him, so mani- 
festly stricken from above. " Miguelotto, seize the sorcerer! 
He has poisoned usl Father, — father, — oh, let him at 
least not think that I have slaughtered hlml — Fiamma, 
oh, Fiammal — Hal He is here again — there — the dark- 
ness — the terrible darkness — Francesco — hroiber — " 

His senses left him, and the cardinals fled from the gronnds 
as if pursued by a legion of demons. 
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CHAPTER XI 

THE AUTO-DA-F^ 

N an incredibly short time it 

was known tiu over Rome 

that the Pontiff was lying in 

a dying state In the Vatican, 

and that the duke of Ro- 

magna had been conveyed in 

a similar plight to Castel San 

Angelo. The confusion and 

tumults iriilch immediately 

arose threatened great ruin 

and for some days the city was abandoned to every 

kind of disorder and violence. The meagre forces of 

the church under the Spaniard Brazos confined their 

efforts to defending the accesses of the Vatican and the 

person of the dying Pontiff. Alexander lingered during eight 

dayg of inconceivable agonies; but, though frequently 

recovering memory and consciousness, not once did lie utter 

the name of either Lucrezia or Cesare, — the only signs of 

memory of either which he gave were within a few moments 

of his death. But the fleeting recollection vanished before 

die grim reaper who stood at the Pontiffs bedside and chased 

from his piUow of anguish the last consolation of knowing 

that he had even been loved by the Famese. For she had 

fled from the chamber of death and burled herself hi a convent 

before the wrath of the Romans. 

Meanwhile nothing certain was known of Cesaze's fate. 

It waa reported that be was atill alive, despite the power c( 
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die deadly drug irtiich he had swallowed. His bodily tortures 
B^emed not to have destroyed the vigor and activity of his 
mind, and as soon as the death of the Pontiff took place, his 
troops took possession of the Vatican, and Miguelotto 
stripped the palace and the treasury of Alexander of all its 
riches, jewels, plate and gold, to a prodigious amount, which 
he transferred to Castel San Angelo. 

Absorbed in plans of revenge, Juliano delle Rovere sent 
intelligence oi what had happened to all the cities and persons 
«4io he thought would be likely to take advantage of the 
disasters of their tyrant and distract the attention of his 
forces. The Colonna accordingly marched on Rome, assisted 
by a Urge Spanish force; Urbino, Pesaro, Camerino, Piom- 
bino and the Vitelli burst into open revolt; the Malatesta 
rushed upon Rimini, tfie Baglioni with Venetian assistance 
recovered Perugia and advanced on Bracciano, which was 
besieged by the troops of Cesaie. Meanwhile Fabio Oi^o, 
who, owing to his absence, had escaped tiie slaughter of 
his house in Sinigaglia, entered Rome irith a poweifol foroOt 
breathing destruction to the very name of Borgia. 

Rovere hastened to join the Orsini on their entrance. At 
the bridge of San Angelo he met young Fabio; wliile over the 
ramparts still floated the Borglan flag. From the cardinal 
he learned that Paolo Orsino, dying, had solemnly commended 
his vengeance to the only survivor of their house. And Fabio, 
gna s h in g his teeth at the flag which flaunted defiance from 
the battlements of the castello, accepted the charge with an 
oath, which was echoed in the breast of his incensed clansmen. 

Meanwhile, despite the most diligent search, no tidings 
had been bad of tiie fate of Fra Bruno, who had been seized 
after the fatal scene in the Belvedere, and dragged back a 
prisoner to Castel San Angelo. Only conjectures were heard, 
based on the fact that Cesare had tried to quell the tumult 
of the monk^ partisans by accusing him ot sorcery. But as 
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fb» gloomy procesdon of the avenging host crossed the bridge 
of San Attgelo, an old boatman shouted from the water belbw 
for assistance, as be rowed to the shore the corpse of a woman, 
partially covered with weeds and alime, stretched out in his 
boat. 

The boatman was old Schiavooe and ttie corpse was that 
of Fiamma Colonna; but how she came to her dismal end, 
whether by her own act or the violence of otiiers, remained 
f(»ever a mystery. Her body had been found almost at the 
very spot where formerly the slashed remains of the duke 
oi Gandia had been discovered. 

The Orsinl and their allies were determined on avenging 
Oiemselves to the utmost on Cesare, and to be satisfied with 
notlilng short of his utter extermination. But the great force 
with which he kept Castel San Angelo and the Vatican, and 
the commands of the Sacred College which had now assumed 
the government of the city and endeavored to clear it of all 
contending parties during the election of a new pontiff, nude 
the enterprise very difficult. Fabio, imbued with the subUety 
of his house, now endeavored to stimulate the fanaticism tit 
the populace, to aid him in an atteck. To this end he called 
on them to rescue the holy friar from Cesare's clutches; and 
the populace, soon roused to a frenzy, clamored for arms to 
assail Castel San Angelo, when a countermove of the Borgia 
disconcerted their plans. 

It was announced that the monk had himself demanded 
an ordeal by fire, to prove the truth of his mission and the 
falsehood of the accusationB against him, and that Cesare 
had consented that he undergo it, in the presence of all the 
people, in the Piazza of St Peter's. 

The prospect of a spectacle so extraordinary, and of a 

visible miracle, excited the curiosity and fanaticism of the 

Romans to the highest degree, and soon the rumor spread 

over ttie city and the surrounding country that Savonarola 
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was to have a worthy successor in his great disdpls, Fra 
Bruno Lanfranchi. 

A great pile of fagots, interlaid widi peat and tow steeped 
in tar, straw and other inflammable substances, was erected 
in the Piazza of St Peter, and on the day on which the de- 
fonned and bloated corpse of Alexander was with scarcely 
any honor or funeral pomp huiried to Its interment, an 
immense mass of people congregated to witness the Auto-da- 
¥€. Fabio Oisino with a chosen band of horse were grouped 
around the pile, ready to act as occasion might direct. 

Surrounded by a body of Cesare's guard from Castol San 
Angelo came the fanatic monk, Don Miguelotto himself 
walking beside him with bare head and much appearance of 
reverence. Fra Bruno's cowl was thrown back, and, although 
his oyes were fixed on the ground, there was nothing in his 
steady walk or calm demeanor to denote any real intention 
of undergoing so fearful an ordeal, until Fra Biccocco, breaking 
from the crowd, cast himself sobbing at his feet and implored 
him to speak but the word and the people would rescue him. 
Fabio Orsino shouted the same assurance, and instantly 
there arose a terrific tumult among the masses, which was 
silenced as if by magic when the friar waved his hand to claim 
attention, and spoke: 

" Savonarola," he exclaimed, and paused to satisfy himself 
that there was silence, and breathless indeed it reigned over 
the whole assembly, " Savonarola failed in his ordeal, for his 
heart was broken by the ingratitude of the people whom he 
had saved, and his spirit quailed under sore temptations of tlie 
flesh. I have taught his doctrines among you; what I have 
done, I have done; — but whether by the inspiration of a 
God or a fiend, I know not, and this doubt Z will now set at 
rest forever. Your love supports me, — my sinews shrink 
not, — my spirit is resolved, and if my cause be Heaven's, let 
Heaven now give me a sign, end restore peace to my dis- 
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tracted spirit, or prevent me from leading mankind astray to 
the flames of Hell, mistalring their glow for the distant light 
of salvation. Therefore kindle the pile! I will pass through 
the flames, and my own heart shall believe in my mission. 
Or, let them devour me to ashes, that not a taint of my 
existence may remain upon eartti. Tric-troc — tric-troc — 
fajndle the flames I " 

" OhI my master, my master, — my lightl My gloryl I 
beseech you have mercy upon yourself I " shrieked Biccocco 
in an agony of grief, but it seemed as if the people attached 
some extraordinary meaning to the unknown sounds nt- 
teied by the monk and they murmured to one another in 
low awestruck and inquiring tones: " Tiio-troc, -— tric- 
troc I " 

" What wouldst thou have, faithful brother? " said Fra 
Bruno, with a momentary faltering in his voice. " What 
holds life for me now? Dost grudge me the expiation which 
may redeem my soul? Or deemest tiion that it is better to 
rot in the dull ear& than to mingle with the pure and sublime 
spirit of fire? " 

" Let him pass through the ordeal and I will believe, even 
give up the dute to your vengeance," said Miguelotto, with 
a strange mixture of doubt in his tones. 

" It shall not bel Let us rescue bim by force! " exclaimed 
Fabio Orsino, but awed by the general delirium, he wavered 
and submitted. 

Migoelotto's guardsmen hastily set fire to the fagots on 
which the Dominican knelt, engaged in rapt prayer, and flie 
whole multitude looked on in silent and terrible expectation. 
The pile was soon a pyramid of flame and smoke. Those 
whose horror permitted them to continue gazing, beheld 
tiie monk's dark and lofty form standing for an instant on 
tbe flaming summit, his arms stretched upward, looking 
steadily at the sun. 
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Another momeat, and Fra Bnmo Lanfrtnchi dropped into 
ttie raging furnace in the centre of the pile. 

" Rescuel Save the madman I " a voice shouted from tiie 
crowd, but no one echoed it At that instant a pointed dart, 
hurled by Miguelotto, missed its aim, and, instead of striUng 
down Fabio Orsino, killed a man-at-arms hj his side. Finding 
that his treachery had failed, Miguelotto shouted " Treasonl " 
and ordered his Catalans to retreat to Castel San Angelo. 
But fast as he rode, Fabio burst through tlie ranks of his men 
and overtook him alone on the bridge. The castellan seemed 
in no mood to face his enraged adversary, and his steed, 
spurted to madness, leaped over the bridge, rolling over and 
over with Miguelotto down an embankment, till both reached 
the river, a mingled mass of sores and bruises. Panio-strlcken 
and puiBued by Fabio and his contingents, Miguelotto's band 
rushed past without venturing to assail the victor and were 
driven into Castel San Angelo. But, whether luckily or not 
for himself, the wounded Catalan was rescued trom the water 
by some fishermen and consigned a prisoner of state to the 
dungeons of the Capitol, preserved witti difficulty from the 
unabated fury of the Orsino, in order to obtain a confession 
oi his master's crimes and future plans. 

Meanwhile the fanatidam of the people took a new turn; 
they surrounded the furnace and permitted no one to ap- 
proach, until the whole was reduced to ashes, and it is said 
that not even a bone remained in the heap to reward the 
pious search of Fra Biccocco and some other devotees whose 
faitti still remained unshalwn. 

The Sacred College now undertook to restore peace in the 
city, that it might proceed with the election of a new pontiff. 
But finding that, while the armies of the different factions 
were in possession of Rome, it was utterly impossible, Ceeaxe 
Borgia, fbe Orsinl and the Colonna were ordered to leave tibe 
city with all their forces. In vain flw duke of Romagna pro- 
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tested: the following day witnessed the departure of the 
Borgia. No longer a leader and soldier, but borne on a litter 
by twelve halberdiers, sorrounded by a strong body of Italian 
soldiery, which still remained true to him, shattered In body 
and mind, Cesare Borgia embarked for Spain, a victim of the 
- arts he had himself so long practiBed. There he fought and 
died in tba service of the King of Navarre, and his body was 
buried in tiie city of Pampeluna with the honors due his 
illustrious rank. 



Digitized by Google 



CHAPTER XII 



"THE DAWN" 

T was high noaa at a day 
in early autumn when the 
arrival of two heralds an- 
nounced the approach of Al- 
fonso and Lucrezia with their 
bridal retinues before the 
masBiTe walls of Ferrara, on 
which, in the limpid sun- 
fraught air, floated proudly 
the Blue Eagle of Est«. 
Within, all was bustle and splendid preparation, and ^ 
subjects of iuks ErcoK vindicated their ancient renown 
for taste and wealth in the welcome which they devised for 
their future prince and his chosen consort. 

The streets by which they were to reach the magnificent 
palace were decorated with arches of flowers and heraldic 
devices. The whole population had poured forth in holiday 
attire, tiie beggars themselves bedizening their rags with 
bridal favors, and in fbe great square before the palace a 
splendid feast was to be given the people, with dances and 
piays and minstrels and similar diversions. 

At last the procession had entered the gates, and its pomp- 
ons array shortly appeared winding into the principal street, 
amidst thundering acclamations, triumphal peals from 
trumpets and drums, and the discharge of artillery from the 
walls. The procession was headed by a company of Spanish 
archers who formed Lucrezia's guard. These were fol- 
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lowed by a long array of pages in superb liveries. Then cams 
a aumber of carriages covered with costly cloths, containing 
the duchess' wardrobe and the rich presents of her sire, of 
whose tragic fate she was as yet uninformed. They contained 
above all her dowry of one hundred thousand gold crowns, a 
sum which regal profusion had not emulated in these days. 
Then came a mule, which bore upon its back a couch with 
cushions covered with embroidered crimson velvet, and 
pillows of white satin, above which was borne a superb 
canopy of cloth of gold. In this the young duchess was to 
repose when tired of riding on horseback; but she entered 
the gates of Ferrara on a snow white steed, kind and docile 
to the touch of her hand. It was superbly caparisoned, and 
Lucrezia herself wore a magnificent gown of silver tissue 
interlaced with diamonds. Her lovely face was almost 
concealed by the ^ver veil, which fell to her feet, but its 
enhanced fairness shone from beneath, and the light of the 
smile, with which she bowed to ttie enthusiastic greetings of 
the people, seemed to pierce it like a magic ray. 

Lucrezia rode between Alfonso and Cardinal Ippolyto, 
of Est^i tbe former's brother and procurator. With an 
escort of honor, including many of the fairest women of 
Ferrara's court, he had met the bridal cavalcade at Faenza, 
still a stronghold of the Auks of Romagna, a day's 
journey from Ferrara, and he was chatting gayly with the 
future duchess. Alfonso was garbed in a costume of 
crimson and black, splendidly displaying his graceful person; 
in an open work gold belt he carried a diamond-hilted dag- 
ger of finest workmanship and the coal black charger he 
bestrode seemed by contrast to set off the fairness of the 
dau^ter of the Borgia, who appeared like an apparition of 
light, her golden hair kissed by the rays of the slowly declining 
sun. A gorgeous escort of ladies, nobles, officers and grooms 
closed the cavalcade, which now slowly approached the 
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impoeing Lombard paUce of the Est^, in whose dark and 
masBifne portals the gaunt form of Duke BrcoU, surrounded 
by his court, was dimly visible. 

The cavalcade came to a lialt 

Alfonso dismounted, and throwing the reins of his steed to 
an attendant, tenderly raised Lucrezla from her own. 

Fcv a moment they faced each other in silence. 

He seized her hands and pressed them sgainst his throbbing 
heart. 

A last upward creeping ray of sunlight caught the two in 
its golden shaft, ofbetting her glistening gown against his 
dark, regal robe, corruscating from the jewels of his belt, 
and shimmering in the golden glory of her hair. 

In silence waited their retinue; in silence waited the 
court, 

Lucrezis's violet eyes reflected from their limpid depths a 
rare light of happiness and peace. 

"It is the new llfel " she whispered softly, with gaze 
upturned. 

The people shouted; the trumpets blared. 

And hand in hand Alfonso and Lucrezia entered the portals 
of the Lombard palace of the Bst<. 
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SMILES. A ROSE OF THE 
CUMBERLANDS 



^ EUot Harlow RolOnaon 



Author of " Man Proposta " 
Cloth dtcorativt, limo, iUuttrated, fi-SO 



Smiles U a girl that is sure ta make friends. Her 
real name is Rose, but the rough folk of the Cumber- 
lands preferred their own way of addressing her, for 
her smile was so brislit and winning that no other name 
suited her so weU. 

Smiles was not a native of the Cnmberlands, and her 



„, untamed, untaught child of the mountains 

and nAen, due to the death of her foster parents a 
guardian became necessary, he was selected. Smiles 
developed into a charming, serious-minded young wo- 
man, and the doctor's warm friend. Dr. Bently, falls in 
love with her. 

We do not want to detract from the pleasure of 
reading this sto^^ by tellingyou how this situation was 
met, either by Smiles or Dr. MacDonald — but there 
is a surprise or two for the reader. 

Press opinions on "Man Proposes": 

"Readers will find not only an unusnally interest- 
ing story, but one of the most commjicated romances 
ever drumed of. ^mong other things the story gives 
a splendid and reahstic picture of bigli aodal lite in 
Newport wber« many of tUe incidents of the plot are 
>tag«d in dM uujor i»rt of tfae book." — The BaokmuM. 

"It it well writttn ; the charactCTi are real paople and 
dM whole bo(A has ' go.' " — lAmitvUlt Pott. 
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TWEEDIE, THE STORY OF 
A TRUE HEART 



w 



Sy I'l« Mag MuOm 



Author of " THt Bhssom Shop Storus," etc. 
Cloth dttoraHvt, igmo, iUiutruttd, $t^S 



In ttai* Stair Un. Mullifls hu g^vcn t» uiothcr de- 
ligfatful story of the South. 

The Carlton fanuly— lovkble old ProfeMor Carl- 
ton, and his rather wilful dau^ter Ruth — twenty- 
three ^ears old and with decided ideas as to her future 
— decide to move to the country in order to have more 
time to devote to writing. 

Many changes come to them whik in die country, 
the greatest of which is Tweedie— a simpte, unpreten- 
tious little body who is an optimist through and 
through — but does not know it. In a subtle, amus- 
ing way Tweedie makes her influence felt. At first 
some people would consider her a pest, but would 
finally agree with the Carlton family that she was 
" Unselfishness Incarnate." It is the type of story 
that will entertain and amuse both old and young. 

I. Uulltns' previous 

"Frankly and whoUy romance is this book, and 
lovable — as is a fairy tale properly told. And the 
book's author baa a style that s all her own, that 
■trikes one as praiseworthily original throughout" — 
Chicago Inter-Ocean. 

" A rare and gracious picture of the unfotding of Hit 
for the young girl, told with a delicate sympatfay and 
tmdvritanding tliat must touch alike the iMam of 
yoMMg and old." ~ Lomtvitte (Ky.) Timet. 
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(By LeJa Horn Richards ^ 

Author of "Blut Bonntt — Dtbutantt" ttc. 
Clolk dteorative, itmo, iUuttraled, f J.jO 



Henrietta wat the victim of drcumatances. It wmt 
not her fault that her father, cut oS from his expected 
inheritance because of bis marriage, wai unexpectedly 
thrown upon his own resources, nor that he proved to 
be a weakling who left hia wife and daughter to shift 
for themselves, nor that her mother took refuge in 
Colorado far away from their New England friends and 
acquaintances. Youth, however, will overcome much, 
and when Richard Bently appears in the mountains, 
life takes on a new interest for Henrietta. 

When her mother dies Henrietta goes to live with 
Mrs. Lovell, who knew her father years ago in the 
little Vermont town. Mrs. Lovell detenniiiM to do 
what she can to secure for Henrietta the place in 
society and the inheritance that is ri^tfully hers. 
The means employed and the success attained — but 
that's the story. 

"Only Henrietta" is written i; 

" ' Mrs. Richards l __ 

sure to duplicate the earlier suc- 
cesses achieved for the young people by the Blue 
Bonnet Series. 

" The chief diarm of the book is that it contains so 
much of human nature and it is a book that will gladden 
the hearts of many girl readers because of its charming 
air of comradeship and reality." — Tht Chvrchman, 
Dttroit, Mich. 
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Author of " The Worid't Grtaitrt Uilitary Spits » 

Stcrtt ServUt AgtnU." " Tht Uyltry of th* 

Rtd Flame." " The Stnmgt Advtmtttrtt 

of Bromiey Bantet," tie. 

Clo*k deetuvtive, tamo. Hbutraltd, $Ij65 



Bromley Barnes, retired chief of da Secret Scrricih 
U) important State document, • green wallet, tbtt 
Ambaasador's trunk — these are the logredientt, which, 
pr<9erly mixed, and served in attractire fonnat and 
fnndins, produce a dranglit dtat will ke^ jron awake 
long past your regular bedtime. 

Ur. Baiton is master of the n ^ter y story, and in tUa 
absorbing tuurative die antbor has sntpasaed Ui best 
previous successes. 

"It would be difficult to find a collection of nwiv 
interesting tales of my s t er y to well told. The Author 
is crisp, incisive and inspiring. The book is the best 
of its kind in recent years and adds to the andior'i 
already high reputftdon." — New York Triune. 

"The story is full of life and movement and pre- 
sents a variety of interesting characters. It is well pro- 
portioaed and subtly stn»ig in its Gterary aspects and 
qnalilT. This volume adds great weight to fte claim 
that Ur. Barton is among America's greatest nov^Ms 
of the romantic school; and in maay wv« ke is r«~ 
garded as one of tbe most versatile and iatarestiiv 
writers." — Bcjfon Post. 
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THE BUSINESS CAREER 
OF PETER FLINT 



w 



Bg HaroU WMehead 



Astittant Proftasor of Btuiness Method, Th* CoUtge 

of Businett Adntinutration, Boston University, 

author of "Dawson Black, Retail Merchant," 

"Principles of Salesmanship," etc. 

Illttstrated, cloth, limo, $tAs 



Ai AaaisUnt Professor of Business Method in Boston 
University's famous College of Business Administration, 
the author's lectures have attracted widespread atten- 
tion, and the popularity of his stories of business life, 
under the title of "The Business Career of Peter Flint," 
which have appeared serially in important trade mag- 
azioes and newspapers all over the country, has created 
an insistent demand for their book publication. 

The public demand for these stories compelled the 
author to continue them so long that, were they all 
published in book form, they would constitute a set of 
several volumes. By careful and scrutinizing editorial 
work the author has recast the very best of this material 
for book publication, the result being a story that is 
virile, compelling and convincing as it leads the reader 
through the maze of business entanglements. 

A New York business man wrote: " I have read with 
much interest the ' Career of Peter Flint,' appearing ii 
the Evening Sun, 

" Having come to New York fresh from collet- 
twelve years ago, I appreciate fully Peter's experieuM. I 
I want to say that I think your knowledge of huauui j 
nature almost uncanny." 
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ROLLO'S JOURNEY TO 
WASHINGTON 



^ RicharJ D. Wan 



lUiutraUd with utUqitt woodeuU by Robert Stover. 
Price $U3 



The boy of yestertUy — the man of today — knows 
the Rolls books, and is familiar with the method by 
which the mind of young Master Mollycoddle was 
improved by the guidance and precepts of his father 
and Uncle George. Those who survived such a cooise 
of purification and still live will enjoy this story of 
RoUo's joom^ to our natioaal capitaL 

It is not written for the young in years, but for tix 
young in heart — for the good citizen who am lee the 
funny side of a situation that is serious, and can laugh 
at the mistakes and foibles of our great men of tod^ 
without malice 



The book is about the Great War whit^ ha* ouMcd 
so many tears of sorrow, and the audior's onty deaire 
is to replace ttose bitter tears with tears of mirth. 
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Selections from 

The Page Company's 

List of Fiction 

WORKS OF 

ELEANOR H. PORTER 

Bkch, one Toluine, doth decontive, 19mo, illtutntcd, $1.15 

POLLYAHHA: The GLAD Book (430,000) 

Mr. Ldgh HitcbeU HodgM, Tbe OpUinist, In mi editorial for 
the FkUatUlfkia North ^tMHroM, Hfii "And when, mtter 
PollfuuM hu gone am*y, joa get her letter Mying she ia 
going to take 'elgtit steps' toniorrow — well, I don't know Jiut 
what 70a may £>, bot I know of one penon who buried Us 
face in his fautd* and shook with the ^addeat sort of aadneis 
and got down on ttla knees and thanked the Giver of bU 
gUdncas for PoUfann^" 

P0LLYA5NA GROWS DP: Tlie Second GLAD Book 

*^ Mrt (3ao,ooo) ''■^ "»* 

What tbe itorj of Polltaniia told in Tbe Olad Book 1 



PouTAxxA appean agi^ Jnst as sweet and JofOQ»4iearted, 
more srowD up and more lorable. 

"Take awaf frowns t Put down the worries t Stop fldgeting 
and disagreeing and grumbling ! Cheer np, ererybodf I f^>u.T- 
AX* A has come back!" — Chrutiat BwtUd. 



TJu OLAD Book OoUtidar 
THX POLLYAKSA CALENDAR 

TndiMuk 

(ThU oaU»dar If itiutd aMHMOy; U# oal*itdmr for 
yaor Ma; Ttady about Btpt. IH of fk* prtetdimf jraor 

Decorated and printed In colors. 

" There la a messue of cheer on ever7 page, and tli 
dw b bMDtlfiiUr illuftrated."— Emmo* OUf Btar. 
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3 TBM FAOB COMfAlfra 

W0BK8 OF BlSAJiOB B. POKTMR {pemUmuit 

HISS BILLT (sand printing) 
Cloth deeontJTO, vith a fronttufeee m Ml eolor from a 
painting by 0. T^ng fl.7< 

^Tbtn ia •ometbing altogetbar fudnfttiog mbaut 'Ute 

KDjr,' Hme inenilicable fenumne dMUMtcnatie that •mou to 

^ftiMMwl Om individual attention of tbe nadcr frant tba momart 

m open the book uirtil we rductent^ turn the hat pugft,"— 

BMtm Traiuerii*. 

HISS BILLT'S DECISION (15th printing) 
Clotii decorative, ivith a frontJapMce in full eokr from a 
pointing by Henry W. Moore. 

"The atmry is wiitten in bri^t, dsnr at]4e and haa pkn^ 
at Mtimi and humor. Mias Billy ia nioe to bww and a> an 
h« frienda."— ffaiB Bomk Time» Leadtr. 
HISS BILLT — HASSIBD (laUi printing) 

Cloth deoontive, with » frontiaiMoe in fiiD oour from s 

puinfing by W. Haakell Coffin. 

»I.M 

"Ahhou^ FoDyaona is tlie only flopvri^ited dttd fbrl, Miw 
Billy 18 just aa glad aa the younger ngiue and radiatea jnat 
u nnidi dadneae. She diwemuiatei )m ao natunKy that m 
wwukr why all girb ue not like her.'^£oM» TmiaifL 
SIX STAR RANCH (aotiiPrintln^ 

Cloth decorative, I2mo, iDuatrated by K. Fanington EhraQ. 
fl.T5 

" 'Six Star lUndt' bean all the chum of the author's gcniua 
and ia about a little girl down in Texaa who m«tioeB the VPoIly- 
amu Philoeophy' with iiresiBtible euooeea. The bode ia one of 
the kindliest thmra, if not the best, that the author <^ the Folly- 
anna books has done. It ia « weloome addition to the fast- 
growing family at Glad BotAs." — Eoward Stm^ Btmgt im tts 
BotCmPott. 
CROSS CURRENTS 

Cloth deooratire, illustnted. fl-St 

"To one trtio enjoya a story of life aa it is to-day, with its 
aorrowa ai well as ita tiiamptaa, this nhaoa is sore to sfpsiL" 
—Book Naum Monthly. 
THE TURN OF TBB TIDE 

Ckith deoontive. EDustrated. 91M 

"A very beautiful book showing the inlhienea that waU to 
the dsveloping of the life of a dear Uttle giri into a tna and 
good woman. ■'--SsRiU md PrMbyto-, CTxrfaaaH, OMa. 
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